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Art 


Beautiful + Practical « Economical 


This is the preferred Church Art 
Calendar because it serves the family 
best - - - because it is accurate, officially 
approved, attractive and complete. 


Large 936” x 16” pages contain thir- 
teen appealing full-color reproductions 
of famous religious paintings. Each 
page features essential information for 
every Catholic, including all holidays 
of obligation, Church feasts and religi- 
ous obligations, all prominently shown 
for quick reference. Plus a wealth of 
important Catholic information on the 
back cover. | 


Practical 
Christmas Gifts! 


Order in money-saving quantities 
now for holiday gifts to relatives and 
friends. 


each 


3 for $1.00 12 for $3.50 


OUR SUNDAY VISITOR, INC. Huntington, Indiana 


Please send postpaid______ Church Art Calendars for 1953 
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May the adorable Babe of Bethlehem raise His hands in - 

richest benediction over you and your loved ones, and 

grant you a happy, healthy holy Christmas and a bright, 
blessed, peaceful, prosperous New Year 


Christmas Thoughts 


True Peace - - - True Joy 


Rev. M. D. Forrest, M.S.C. 


ON DECEMBER _ twenty-fifth 
the entire Christian world will 
celebrate the joyous festival of 
Christmas. On that ever-blessed 
day countless souls will give vent 
to their faith, their hope, their 
love, and their loyalty as they 
gather in spirit before the manger 
of Bethlehem and prayerfully con- 
template the mystery that was en- 
acted more than nineteen centuries 
ago. 

Amidst the perennial snows of 
Arctic regions and in tropical coun- 
tries; on the bleak steppes of Rus- 
sia, despite Bolshevist tyranny, and 


throughout Germany, in spite. of 
Communistic gangsters in the east; 
in Rome, the centre of Christen- 
dom, and behind the iron curtain, 
notwithstanding Stalin’s despotic 
puppets and Tito’s diabolical op- 
pression; in holy Ireland and bon- 
ny Scotland and _ beautiful En- 
gland; in the vast, freedom-loving 
American republic and its north- 
ern-sister nation and the great re- 
publics of the South; in fair France 
and in picturesque, emancipated 
Spain and regenerated Portugal; 
in the Low Countries, so high in 
faith and piety, and in Denmark 
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and Scandinavia; in sunny Aust- 
ralia and beauteous New Zealand; 
in mountainous Switzerland and in 
struggling Austria and Greece; in 
the Holy Land and in the illimit- 
able missions of. Africa and Asia— 
over the face of this immense 
world Christmas carols will rise vo- 
ciferously or in almost suppressed 
strains from midnight or evening 
on Wednesday and_ continue 
throughout the sacred feast of 
Christmas. 

“Silent night, holy night! 

Bethlehem sleeps, yet what light 

Floats around the holy place! 

Songs of Angels fill the air, 

Strains of heavenly peace.” 

The festival of Christmas is in- 
tended to bring vividly to the 
mind of Christians the admirable 
mystery of the Incarnation of God 
the Son. Apart from Christmas and 
its continuation, the Epiphany, 
there is no feast in the liturgical 
calendar which puts the Christ 
Child before us as the Word made 
flesh and born for love of us. True, 
there is the festival of the Annun- 
ciation, on which we joyfully cele- 
brate Mary’s Divine Motherhood 
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and at the same time, in union 
with the Virgin Mother, contem- 
plate in adoring love and wonder- 
ment the mystery of God Incar- 
nate. But Bethlehem places Him 
visibly before our eyes, as the 
Divine Babe Whom we can see 
and hold, and thus we can more 
easily grasp the stupendous mys- 
tery that was effected on March 
25. “That which was from the be- 
ginning,” wrote the Beloved Dis- 
ciple, “which we have heard, 
which we have seen with our own 
eyes, which we have looked upon, 
and our hands have handled of the 
word of life” (1 John 1:1). 

In the Preface which the Church 
chants in the Christmas Mass the 
following beautiful words are 
heard: “By the mystery of the 
Word Incarnate a new light of Thy 
brightness has shown on the eyes 
of our mind, in order that, while 
we know God visibly, we may be 
drawn through Him unto the love 
of things invisible.” 

And in that immortal hymn, 
Adeste, Fideles, which is sung in 
every land and has been translated 
into one of the most popular En- 
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glish hymns, “O come, all ye faith- 

ful,” the sweet and grand mystery 

of the Incarnation is stressed in 

this verse: 

Splendor eternal of eternal Father, 

"Neath human flesh veiled, with 
faith’s light we now see, 

Child God wrapped up in swath- 
ing bands of infant. 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ 
the Lord. 

Since man, “strange composite 
of heaven and earth,” is power- 
fully affected in this life by vis- 
ible objects, and winds it difficult 
to fix his attention on what is 
purely spiritual and invisible, God, 
in His infinite love, has condes- 
cended to our weakness and ac- 
complished the ineffable mystery 
of the Incarnation. 

When we see the God-Man 
standing before us and hear Him 
addressing us in human language; 
when we behold Him hungry and 
thirsty and_ tired for our sake; 
when we gaze upon Him giving 
sight to the blind, hearing to the 
deaf, speech to the dumb, health 
to the sick, and even life to the 
dead; when we see Him miracul- 
ously feeding the famished multi- 
tude; when we contemplate all 
this, it is so easy for us to fall 
prostrate before Him and exclaim 
with fervent love and generous 
loyalty: “My Lord and my God!” 

Yet nowhere does God Incarnate 
appear more sweetly condescend- 
ing, more lovely, more winsome, 
more lovable than in the manger 
of Bethlehem, where He lies as a 
helpless Babe on a bundle of straw 
and silently stretches out His tiny, 
adorable hands to receive our 


clasp of love. The story of Beth- 
lehem, preached by the Apostles 
to the multitudes of the first cen- 
tury, and read in the inspired Gos- 
pel by innumerable Christians 
down through the ages, has ever 
awakened the tenderest sentiments 
and the noblest aspirations in every 
soul “of good will” and instilled 
a peace of which those who wor- 
ship at the shrine of worldliness 
have no conception. 


As we kneel before the crib of 
Bethlehem, we seem to hear sil- 
ently coming forth from those baby 
lips the consoling message which 
Jesus gave His Apostles after the 
Last Supper: “Peace I leave you, 
my peace I give unto you; not as 
the world giveth, do I give unto 
you.” 


This Is True Peace 

Did not the angels sing of peace 
on that first Christmas night? “And 
suddenly there was with the angel 
a multitude of the heavenly host, 
praising God and saying: Glory be 
to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace to men of good will.” 


True Peace — peace with God, 
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peace with our neighbor, peace 
with ourselves, peace among na- 
tions — can come only from the 
whole-hearted acceptance of the 
mystery of Bethlehem. 

That the world of today is 
plunged in confusion, in darkness, 
even in chaos, all admit. But, alas, 
all do not see that the frightful 
evils of the present day all flow 
from the rejection of the supreme 
mystery which is accepted by de- 
a worshippers before the Child 

In vain will mankind seek this 
or that material or natural pan- 
acea. Until men put aside their 
pride and hatred, their self-suf- 
ficiency and greed, their intellect- 
ual conceit and their asinine theor- 
ies, and humbly kneel im adoration 
and love before the Word made 
flesh, they will continue to flound- 
er like shipwrecked mariners on a 
dark, stormy, merciless ocean. 

While yet a rationalist, William 
H. Mallock. the well-known En- 
glish author, wrote: “And yet it 
may be that faith will succeed 
and conquer sight — that the pre- 
ciousness of the treasure we cling 
to will nerve us with enough 
strength to retain it. It may be 
that man, having seen the way 
that, unaided, he is forced to go, 
will change his attitude; that, find- 
ing only weakness in pride, he will 
seek for strength in humility, and 
will again learn to say, ‘I believe, 
although I never can comprehend.’ 
Once let him say this, his path will 
again grow clearer for him. 
Through confusion, and doubt, 
and darkness, the brightness of 
God’s éountenance will again be 


visible, and by and by he may 
hear the Word calling him.” 


Blends Past and Present 


If there is one day in the year 
that has a peculiar power to blend 
the past, the present, and the fut- 
ure, that day is Christmas. As this 
bright festive day recurs year af- 
ter year, we all seem to have the 
same experience — one, indeed, 
that is a mingling of sorrow, of 
gladness, and of hope. Which of 
these sentiments predominates it 
is often hard to say, and according 
to our varying moods now one, 
now another, appears to be upper- 
most in our heart. Still, the spirit 
of Christmas is pre-eminently that 
of joy and hope, and we should 
all strive to banish far from us, 
on Christ’s natal day, the shadows 
of sadness and sorrow. 

However, despite our cheerful- 
ness and our resolute efforts to 
make our Christmas celebration an 
occasion of unalloyed joy, an ele- 
ment of sorrow, at times almost 
imperceptible, at other times keen- 
ly felt, often steals softly into our 
soul and tinges our gladness with 
sadness. 


On Christmas Day our thoughts 
turn perforce, as it were, to the 
past. Try as we will — and we 
really do not wish to try, for 
Christmas retrospection is sweet 
if sad — we cannot center our 
thoughts and emotions merely on 
the present. With Christmas days 
that have vanished into the irre- 
vocable period of the past there 
are associated so many happy re- 
miniscences, so many sweet mem- 
ories, so many jovous recollections, 
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that the very recurrence of Christ- 
mas seems to conjure up, as if by 
magic, those manifold associations, 
and, in spite of the fact that their 
remembrance begets a certain sad- 
ness, we experience, nevertheless, 
a soothing sweetness and a calm 
comfort in “feeding on those mem- 
ories of the past” and reliving, in 
our imagination, those by-gone 
hallowed days. 


I am sure that the affectionate 
thoughts of many a reader will 
turn instinctively to a devoted 
father, a fond mother, an idolized 
sister, a cherished brother, a be- 
loved wife, a dear husband, an 
endearing child, or a_ treasured 
friend, whose bright companion- 
ship, sweet smile, and happy con- 
versation shed sunshine on many 
a past Christmas celebration, but 
whose voice is now hushed in 
the silence of the grave, or whose 
loved and loving presence is now 
distant, even “far across the deep 
blue sea,” yea, even risking a pre- 
cious life in far-off Korea to re- 
pair the criminal blunders com- 
mitted by certain persons in high 
places. 


Oh, we shall love to dwell on 
the memory of Christmas festivals 
once joyously spent with those 
now absent or departed relatives 
or friends, and, although such re- 
collection brings sorrow with it, 
we shall deem it a touching duty 
to pay this tribute of cherished 
remembrance. 

But we shall not be downcast; 
we shall not “sorrow as others who 
have no hope.” Recalling the 
grand Catholic doctrine of the 


Communion of Saints, we shall, as 
we kneel before the Crib, realize 
that our loved ones, whether they 
have already been summoned by 
the Angel of Death or are still 
sojourning in this life of trial, are 
with us in spirit on this gladsome 
feast of Our Saviour’s Nativity, 
and that we are all closely united 
in the Heart of the newborn Babe, 
the Child God. 


Indeed, when we ponder pray- 
erfully on the mystery which the 
Church celebrates on Christmas 
Day, we shall require no great ef- 
fort to give joy — heavenly joy — 
the first place in our heart. 


Let Us Rejoice 


Far back in the centuries the 
great Pope St. Leo, in addressing 
his Christmas congregation, struck 
the note of joy, and the words of 
Leo the Great should still sound 
in our ears like the chimes of a 
celestial bell: 


“Today, dearly beloved, Our 
Saviour is born; let us rejoice. For 
it is not right that there should be 
any place for sadness when we are 
celebrating the birthday of Life, 
who, consuming the fear of mor- 
tality instils into us joy from a 
promised eternity. No one is ex- 
cluded from partaking in this 
cheerfulness. The one reason for 
rejoicing is common to all: that 
Our Lord, the destroyer of sin 
and death, as He found no one 
free from guilt, came to free all. 
Let the saint exult, because he 
approaches the palm; let the sin- 
ner rejoice, because he is invited 
to pardon; let the pagan take 


6 THE FAMILY DIGEST 


heart, because he is called to life. 
For the Son of God, according to 
the fulness of time which the un- 
searchable depth of Divine Wis- 
dom determined, took upon Him- 
self the nature of the human race 
to reconcile it to its Author.” 


As the celebration of this holy 
festival bears with it fond memor- 
ies of many a bygone Christmas, 
so does each celebration impel us 
to strive to peer into the dim fut- 
ure and consider future Christ- 
mas festivities. How often do we 
hear at the festive board such a 
remark as, “I wonder where we 
shall all be next Christmas!” When 
such a remark is uttered, every 
one present endeavors to take a 
bright view of the future. But, 
whatever anxieties may be _har- 


boured regarding future earthly 
reunions (and we should always 
leave the future confidingly to a 
merciful, loving Providence), all 
dark forebodings should vanish in 
the light of God’s revelation con- 
cerning the immortality of the 
soul, the final resurrection, and 
the everlasting beatific vision of 
the Godhead. 

With true Christian hope we 
must look forward confidently to 
the eternal Christmas, when, the 
trials and sorrows of this fleeting 
life over, we shall, in union with 
those loved ones “who have gone 
before us with the sign of faith,” 
gather around our glorified Re- 
deemer and, like gleeful children, 
celebrate for ever the triumph of 
Bethlehem. 


Human Dignity 


Human dignity is the natural consequence of our conditions 
as rational, free creatures. It has been planted in us by God, 
recognized and redeemed by Christ. We have a right to it, a 
right so fiercely cherished that we are prepared to suffer star- 
vation, imprisonment and death to uphold it. — Archbishop 
Hurley. 


Start at the Altar 


“The value of the Mass in the Catholic social action pro- 
gram teaches justice, charity, love and the necessity of sacri- 
fice, and restores the right order of things. 

“Christian mothers you must make the beginning. In the 
Mass, we acknowledge God’s supreme dominion over us. The 
lowliest and the humblest can make this contribution of hom- 
age, and the mightiest can do no better. Gather your families, 
the smallest social unit, around the altar.” — Mrs. Charles 
Faust. 
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NAGGING AND POUTING 


Threats to Marital Happiness 


Rev. John A. O’Brien 


AGGING is a threat to marital 
peace and happiness. It might 
be said to be quarreling in low 
gear and when its gets rolling it 
tends to slip unconsciously into the 
second gear of downright annoy- 
ance, and ultimately into the 
“high” of explosive anger and bit- 
terness. 


It is like playing with one of 
those firecrackers with which most 
of us burnt our fingers on the 
Fourth of July. After lighting the 
fuse, we watched with playful 
curiosity as the ignition simmered 
up to the firecracker, confident we 
could hurl it away before the ex- 
plosion went off. How often did 
we not rush home with burnt fing- 
ers and sometimes with burnt faces 
because the explosion beat us to 
the punch. 

“When are you going to fix the 
clasp on the screen door?” nagged 
Barbara. “It’s banging open and 
shut every time the wind blows.” 
Then, with mounting _ irritation, 
she added: “This is only the 


fiftieth time I've told you about 
it.” 

“Yes,” growled Oscar, nettled 
more by her angry tone than by 
her prickly words, “I heard all 
about that before. I hear it every 


evening as soon as I get home from 
work. In fact, I'm sick and tired 
of hearing about it. I'll fix it when 
I get good and ready ... and 
not before.” 


Here is the igniting of the fuse 
that may simmer and simmer until 
finally it reaches the ugly black 
powder of anger and explodes in a 
shower of bitter, stinging and 
burning words. Here is the brew- 
ing of one of those domestic storms 
which toss the marital barque 
about like a fragile toy and all too 
often pound it to pieces on the 
rocks, 


How much better if, instead of 
nagging, Barbara had gotten out 
the screws and screwdriver and 
said with a smile: 

“Oscar, how about fixing that 
pesky screen door while I’m whip- 
ping up a strawberry shortcake. . . 
that favorite dessert of yours .. . 
with plenty of whipped cream on 
the top?” 

Ten chances to one, Oscar 
would have broken in with, “It’s a 
deal,” and have gotten busy at 
once. 


A kind word, a friendly smile, a 
gracious offer will accomplish 
more than a Niagara of nagging 
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words. Indeed, the latter achieve 
little more than exasperation on 
the part of the nagger and annoy- 
ance on the part of the one nag- 
ged. They are the termites which 
little by little undermine the dom- 
estic edifice until finally it comes 
crashing down upon their heads. 


Fixing A Shade 


Dr. Paul Popenoe, director of 
the American Institute of Family 
Relations, reports a marriage that 
was on the verge of collapse be- 
cause of a quarrel which climaxed 
a long period of nagging. As usual, 
the cause of the original dispute 
was a ridiculously trivial one. 


“One of the kids,” said the ag- 
grieved husband, “tore the shade 
in the iiving room, so my wife 
took it down. Then she started in 
on me, asking me to get a new 
one and complaining bitterly about 
the appearance and the lack of 
privacy. 


“I intended to get one but was 
busy and kept putting it off. She 
kept nagging at me and telling me 
how important it was. Finally I got 
mad one day and told her to shut 
up, that I wouldn’t even try to get 
one — she could get it herself. 
She’s downtown every day, could 
do it much more easily than I; 
and Id leave the job to her. 


“Well, sir,” he continued, “will 
you believe it, that was four 
months ago and we haven't a new 
shade yet, although she has been 
downtown every day, and it would 
cost only seventy-five cents. How 
can you explain that sort of be- 
havior?” 


There’s no rational explanation 
for it any more than there is for 
most of the tantrums that lead to 
marital blow-ups. The psycholog- 
ical explanation is that the wife 
had gotten into the chronic habit 
of nagging; it had become for her 
a second nature. All living organ- 
isms and faculties grow in the 
direction of their use and nagging 
can become almost as constant as 
breathing. Even when it produces 
no practical results, as in this case, 
nagging continues as just a sort of 
“art for art’s sake” affair. 

Furthermore, nagging runs into 
a head-on collision with a basic 
principle of psychology: a person 
likes to be invited but he rebels 
against being driven. “You can 
lead a horse to water,” runs the 
proverb, “but you can’t make him 
drink.” 

In nagging there is the marginal 
echo of the cracking of the whip, 
the ugly overtones of coercion, the 
repulsive figure of Simon Legree 
sneering, “I'll make you do it, if 
I have to whip the living daylights 
out of you, you lily-livered scoun- 
drel. Yl show you who's boss 
around here.” No wonder the vic- 
tim sees red . . . and takes the 
bit in his teeth and bolts off in 
defiance. 


The Pouter 


Another threat to domestic 
peace and happiness is the habit 
of pouting. It is closely akin to 
nagging in its capacity to cause 
vexation and tension. While the 
nagger resorts to scolding words to 
pester and annoy, the pouter turns 
to sullen silence to manifest her 
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pique and irritation. Sulky, sullen, 
glum, she becomes a wet blanket 
to merriment, good humor and 
pleasant family life. Because she 
simply sulks and pouts instead of 
frankly stating her grievance, she 
is often more difficult to deal with 
than the nagger. 


“If there’s any one thing,” blurt- 
ed out Joe, “that gets my goat, it’s 
pouting. I'd rather have Maralyn 
come out with her grievance, lay 
her cards on the table and let us 
talk over her gripe than to carry 
on like a self-crowned martyr. It 
spoils the evening for me . . . and 
I can’t take it much longer. Our 
marriage is petering out because 
of these silly tantrums which I 
can’t deal with because half of 
the time I don’t know exactly what 
caused her to go into her tail- 
spins.” 


It was a blunt indictment, but 
a needed and timely one. It was 
like the incision necessary to ex- 
tract a splinter that has set up an 
infection, simmering and throbbing 
with fever. Maralyn took it well, 


“Tm afraid it’s true,” she said, 
“I got into the habit as a child... 


found it an easy method of get-. 


ting my way with mother and dad 
... and haven’t outgrown it. But,” 
she added with a smile, “I shall, 
for I know it’s a childish and silly 
way of acting ... the way of a 
spoiled child.” 


Perhaps even more than the 
nagger, the pouter is apt to devel- 
op the martyr complex. She im- 
agines herself misunderstood, un- 
appreciated, treated badly and re- 


treats into the closed world of her 
own imagining, where make-be- 
lieve is substituted for reality. 


Take Heed 


Lacking the catharsis provided 
the nagger who comes out with her 
peeve, the pouter can easily in- 
volve herself in tantrums which 
can distort her whole emotional 
life. Shakespeare shows recognition 
of this psychological truth, now 
emphasized so much by psychia- 
trists, when he has Friar Lawrence 
say to the morose and pouting 
Romeo: 


A pack of blessings light upon thy 

back; 

Happiness courts thee, in her best 
array; 

But, like a misbehav’d and sullen 
wench, 

Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and 
thy love. 

Take heed, take heed, for such die 
miserable. 


To all pouters, men or women, 
who menace the peace and happi- 
ness of their marriage by their 
silly childish tantrums, family 
counselors and psychiatrists ad- 
dress the warning words of the im- 
mortal Bard of Avon: “Take heed, 
take heed, for such die miserable.” 


Yes, both they and their mar- 
riages die the miserable death of 
slow strangulation — strangled by 
their imaginary grievances. 


Among the causes of pouting, 
relationships with in-laws rank 
high. Not infrequently a mate is 
bored and peeved by the too fre- 
quent intrusion of the spouse’s 
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relatives into the domestic picture. 
Hesitant about uttering frankly 
critical remarks about them, a wife 
often has recourse to sullen silence 
to show her displeasure. 


A Friendly Tip 


“Bob and I get along fine,” said 
Irene, “except for one thing. That’s 
his habit of running to his mother 
to consult her when every import- 
ant decision is to be made. She’s 
@ good woman and means well but 
I feel that she’s really running our 
home more than I. It throws me 
into a tailspin and I’m pouting in 
il-humor for days.” 


“Why not talk it over with 
Bob?” I asked. “Tell him that you 
like his mother but that you are 
his wife and that all such matters 
should be talked over first with 
you and that the decision should 
be reached by the both of you, not 
by any outsider. If you feel the 
need of taking counsel with others 
you can do so together.” 


Irene talked over the matter 


with Bob and he was quick to see 
the point and to agree with her. 

“I'm so glad you mentioned it,” 
said Bob, “because I really want 
you to fee] that you are the quar- 
terback calling the signals with 
me, not being told what to do. 
It’s easy for habits, built up dur- 
ing childhood, to persist and we 
all need a tip as to certain habits 
which should be discarded when 
we found our own home.” 


More effective in straightening 
out such matters than months of 
pouting is a simple kindly word, 
a friendly tip, a constructive sug- 
gestion of which we all stand in 
need at times. The kindness and 
good will with which the sugges- 
tion is made serve as powerful 
anaesthetics which make its en- 
trance painless and even pleasant. 
Women have no monoply upon 
pouting or nagging; men are like- 
wise subject to these vexatious 
habits and must be on their con- 
stant guard against them, for they 
are especially offensive in men. 


‘The Word Was Made Flesh’ 


As soon as she is certain that this is no lying voice, that the 
messenger is no phantom of her imagination, that the proposal 
made to her is no illusion; when she has seen behind the form 
of the Angel who speaks to her the invisible image of the Most 
High then, since her chief desire is to serve, to serve to the 
utmost of her power, she bows her head—for to receive the 
Angel, she, the Queen of Angels had remained standing while 
her messenger and servant knelt at her feet—then falling upon 
her knees accepts the Will of God: Fiat ... ecce ancilla. “Be 
it done unto me according to Thy Word. Behold the handmaid 
of the Lord.” The handmaid is one who serves. The Most High 
may count upon me; I am His.—Faber’s Bethlehem. Quoted in 
Action Now! 
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Questions and Answers On 


The Legion of Decency’ 


HERE is a question-and-answer 
explanation of the Legion of 
Decency pledge renewal each year 
on or near the feast of the Im- 
maculate Conception, the patronal 
feast of the U. S. 
What is the Legion of Decency? 
The Legion of Decency consists 
of the Catholics of the U. S., who 
abstain from and discourage im- 


moral movies. 
Am I a member? 


You are if you take the pledge— 
and you ought to take it. 

Does the pledge impose any 
new obligation on me? 

No. It simply points up the ob- 
ligation you already have whether 
you take the pledge or not. 

Am I under any moral obliga- 
tion to consult the Legion of De- 
cency’s classification of a movie 
before seeing it, or letting my 
children see it? 

You are. You are always under 
obligation to take prudent steps to 
protect yourself and your children 
from occasions of sin. 

Who started the Legion of De- 
cency? 

The bishops of the U. S. started 
it, in 1934, 

Is it still under sponsorship of 
the bishops? 


It is. 


By whom are the movies rated? 

By the Motion Picture Depart- 
ment of the International Federa- 
tion of Catholic Alumnae. In dif- 
ficult cases, the reviewers are aid- 
ed by a board of consultors com- 
posed of priests and laymen. 

To what do the ratings refer? 


They refer ONLY to the moral 
aspects of a picture. The Legion 
of Decency does not concern itself 
with such questions as artistic 
merit. 

What do the ratings mean? 


There are four classifications of 
pictures. They are: 


1—“Family.” This means moral- 
ly suitable for general patronage. 
That is, a film so rated is consid- 
ered to contain nothing which 
would be morally dangerous to the 
average movie-goer, whether 
adult, youth or child. 

2—“Adults.” This means morally 
unobjectionable for adults. A film 
so rated contains subject matter 
or treatment which might be mor- 
ally dangerous to those not ma- 
ture. 

—“Objectionable.” Such a pic- 
ture contains elements dangerous 


to Christian morals or moral stand- 
ards. 


*Reprinted from The Universe-Bulletin, Cleveland, Ohio. 
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4—“Condemned.” These movies 
are those which, because of theme 
or treatment are what the Holy 
Father has called “positively bad.” 

May one see a condemned 
movie? 

To do so would be a serious sin. 

May one see an objectionable 
movie? 

To do so would be a serious sin 
if the picture is for him a proxi- 
mate occasion of grave sin, or if 
by attending he gave scandal. 

May one habitually and fre- 
quently go to movies without con- 
sulting the Legion of Decency list- 
ings. 

If he did he would ordinarily 
be guilty of sin, because he has a 
grave obligation to avoid occasions 


May everybody see a “Family” 
picture? 

Practically everybody, 
from exceptional cases. 

As to “adult” pictures, when 
does a person become an “adult?” 

Parents and/or pastors or con- 
fessors are best able to decide in 
each case, on the basis of their 
knowledge of the young person’s 
maturity. Broadly speaking, those 
over 18 would considered 
“adult”—although in some cases 
(for instance, persons who are 
highly emotional) this would not 
be so. 

Can all this be boiled down in- 
to one simple general rule? 

Yes. Children should see only 
“Family” pictures. Adults should 
see only “Family” and “Adult” 
pictures. 


apart 


Resolution Well-Taken 


“We utterly condemn the indecent exposure, contortions, 
and prancing in parades and public exhibitions of the so-called 
majorettes, who generally lead bands for the sake of wanton 
attraction, which detracts from the music. . . The girls and 
young women of today should become respectable and virtuous 
mothers of tomorrow. To this, lewdness in dress and conduct is 
not conducive, but on the contrary, the poorest example... 
Officers and members of the National Catholic Women’s Union 
go on record as condemning the practices of these majorettes 
or other such performers at all times; but above all in Catholic 
schools and colleges, whether in games, bands, balls, proms, or 
despicably sensual beauty contests. Why be modest at home, in 
school, in the church, and outrageously immodest, indecent, 
most alluring and seductive to the opposite sex in public? Is 
this not double dealing and most inconsistent? Much juvenile 
delinquency and adult crimes of the sexes are spurred on by 
such scenes.” — National Catholic Wemen’s Union of U.S.A. 
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In Care of His Mother A 


Letter to the Christ Child | 


Helen Walker Homan* 


Dear Little Lord: 


TS Christmas again. Do you 
smell the evergreen boughs, hear 
the silvery sound of bells, glimpse 
the happiness in many hearts be- 
cause again it’s your birthday? For 
no matter how grim the affairs of 
men, on your birthday there is al- 
ways rejoicing . . . rejoicing that 
God so loved His creatures that He 
stooped to earth to become a little 
human child. What a tremendous 
mystery—the assumption. of the hu- 
man by the Divine! 

Only because of that mystery, 
the astounding fact of God as a 
human child, do I dare write this 
letter. Sometimes it would seem 
that it pleased you to be one of us. 
Did you not repeatedly call your- 
self the Son of Man? Beyond the 
frailties of man, yet needing the 
human things we all need—sleep, 
and food, and exercise; the out- 
doors and nature. But it was in 
that particular human need of 
friends that we come especially 
close to you, since love is our only 
link to Heaven. 

So now I am writing One to 
Whom I pray daily as my Lord 
and my God—writing to Him as a 
human child in a manger at Bethle- 
hem. Only of course, dear little 
Lord, I’m sending this letter in 


care of your Mother, Our Lady. 
Only she can judge whether it is 
fit to be laid at your feet. 


I would no more think of in- 
truding into that holy place at 
Bethlehem without your Mother’s 
permission, than I would of crash- 
ing into the nursery next door 
without my neighbor’s consent. 
That’s how it is with human 
babies, and I must not forget that 
on Christmas Day, above all, you 
are one of these. If Our Lady con- 
sents, may my footsteps fall lightly, 
may she save me from awkward- 
ness. 


Do You Smile, Lord? 


I wonder, little Lord, if you 
smile at the human inconsistency 
which always attends your birth- 
day here on earth. On Christmas 
we go running around like mad 
things, presenting gifts to each 
other, when by rights all the gifts 
should be yours! After all, it’s not 
our birthday. In all the excitement 
of exchanging gifts, we sometimes 
forget you to Whom the gifts are 
actually due—which is at once 
amusing and sad. 

If I were only one of the Magi, 
I could bring you gold and frankin- 
cense and myrrh. But I have only 
a poor thing to offer—my heart, 
which has always been yours any- 


*Reprinted from Information, New York City. 
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way. That, and this birthday let- 
ter. 


Lying there in the straw, with 
the great star shining high above 
your manger; with the ox and the 
ass breathing warmth into the chill 
December air; with Mary and Jo- 
seph watching over you—I wonder 
again if the Divine nature causes 
you to reflect upon how cherished 
the devotion to your infancy is 
destined to become? 


To my sorrow, I confess that for 
a long time I thought this devotion 
belonged exclusively to children. 
What a joyful revelation it was 
when I learned that you, the In- 
fant Jesus, belong to humanity at 
all ages—from two to ninety-two! 
And that there is no sweetness, no 
generosity comparable to yours. In 
them there is all that endears hu- 
man children to us—their trust, 
their love, their innocence, even 
their dependence upon our human 
maturity, stained as it is with the 
world and with sin. Remember, 
when you grew up, how you said 
of children: “of such is the King- 
dom of Heaven?” 

As an adult, discovery of devo- 
tion to your infancy is like seeing 
the whole of life anew, in a per- 
spective indescribably beautiful. It 
carries with it the shedding of fear, 
the heightening of love. I cannot 
imagine why it takes some of us so 
long to come upon this beauty, 
especially since the key to it is so 
plainly indicated in the Scriptures, 
in tradition, and in the lives of the 
greatest saints. 


The Gospels relate that right 
from the start, the humble shep- 


herds in the hills, the three noble 
kings from the East, the devout 
Simeon and Anna in the Temple— 
these, from the lowliest to the 
highest and holiest, all acknow- 
ledged the Infant in Bethlehem as 
their King and Saviour. They paid 
homage to you, Infant God Who 


was also man. That was in the ~ 


year one—when Anno Domini act- 
ually began. 


St. Francis’ Crib 


Later, in the thirteenth century, 
Francis of Assisi designed the first 
replica of the Bethlehem manger, 
and called his friars to assemble 
about it with joy; to offer their 
hearts to the Infant Christ. 


“Of Greccio, there was made, as 
it were, a new Bethlehem. The 
man of God stood before the man- 
ger: Francis, the levite of Christ, 
chanting the holy Gospel. Then he 
preached unto the folk standing 
’round, of the birth of the King in 
poverty, calling Him the Child of 
Bethlehem by reason of his tender 
love for him.” 


Messer John of Greccio, a knight 
valorous and true, declared that 
he beheld a little child, right fair 
to see, sleeping in that manger, 
who seemed to be awakened from 
sleep when the blessed Father 
Francis embraced him. 


About the same time, in Padua, 
Anthony was meditating upon 
your infancy with such devotion 
that you came, a little human 
child, to rest upon his shoulder. 


Six centuries closer to our own 
time, a young girl of Lisieux, des- 
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tined for sainthood and devoted to 
your infancy, entered the Carmel- 
ite Order with the chosen name 
Térésa of the Child Jesus. She 
must have known that it was in a 
Carmelite monastery in Prague, 
about the year 1628, that the de- 
votion to you as the Infant-King 
had received new impetus, flower- 
ing about the ancient miraculous 
image from Spain which had been 
presented to the monks by the 
noble Princess Polyxena, with the 
significant words: “I give you what 
I prize most highly in this world. 
As long as you venerate this image 
you shall not be in want.” 
Prague In 1952 


It was in truth, little Lord, as 
though you had put the words into 
her mouth. Since then, and even 
up to now, countless of the faith- 
ful throughout the world have ex- 
perienced the fulfillment of that 
promise. As though you, in the 
aspect of royal and human infancy, 
are eager to offer trust and love to 
a humanity which approaches you 
with trust and love. 


How often have I wondered 


why you chose that especial year, 
that particular place, to make man- 
ifest the power of the Divine In- 
fancy and its reliance upon the 
love of man! As with all you do, 
reason lay behind it, litthe Lord— 
a reason beyond reason. 
Prague, in the year 1628, must 
have been in special need of you. 
Could it have been in greater need 
than Prague in the year 1952— 
Prague blacked-out by the Iron 
Curtain—Prague, which has _ ban- 
ished Archbishop Beran and im- 


prisoned and killed countless 
representatives of your Church? 
But this is your birthday letter, 
little Lord, and none but joyful 
topics should enter it. 


To ancient Prague you came as 
an infant king in royal attire. You 
were particularly loved by the nov- 
ices of the monastery, led by the 
devoted Cyrillus. In a_ birthday 
message we should skip the sad re- 
minder of the Thirty Years’ War 
which sent Cyrillus and the nov- 
ices to Munich, and left your im- 
age alone and neglected in the 
Prague monastery; omit the inva- 
sion and plundering of the mon- 
astery. Seven years of sorrow and 
exile were followed by the return 
of the monks. Cyrillus distractedly 
searched the rubbish-heaps for 
your image until he had found it 
and joyfully restored it to a place 
of honor, whence blessings began 
to flow again to the Carmelites and 
to all the faithful who venerated it. 


It is the greatest of all things 
that I have to thank you for, little 
Lord, on this your birthday, Anno 
Domini 1952, that these blessings 
stretched out from Prague to cover 
the Christian world, wherever rep- 
licas of the miraculous image ap- 
peared—even to our own shores. 
Here it has brought its benediction 
to millions of hearts, including the 
unworthy one of the writer. It is 
Christ the King, and also Christ 
the little human child of man. It 
seems to tell us that unless we be- 
come as little children, we shall 
have no part in the Kingdom of 
God, nor shall the war-weary 
world have peace. 
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: Grant, little Lord, on this your rubbish-heaps of war and hate, and 
7 ‘ birthday, that a new Cyrillus will enshrine it in a new place of honor 
: arise to lift your image from the in the hearts of menl 


Preserving Given Names 


In reviewing, in “Social Justice Review,” the booklet “Is 
It a Saint’s Name,” the late Frederick P. Henkel wrote: “The 
booklet . . . proves before all, that it is not necessary to go to | 
Hollywood for ‘a pretty name.’ Readers will indeed note what 
the compiler remarks, ‘the unusual number of beautiful and | 
unfamiliar female names.’ He suggests that ‘many charming | 
and euphonic combinations can be formed.’ But we believe 
something should have been said in this booklet on the preserva- 
tion of given names, long established in the family. One of the 
few honors we can bestow on our forebears is to perpetuate 
their names to members of a new generation, to have and to | 


hold and to honor.” 


“I wish to tender my resignation, both 
as maid and sheriff of Coyote County!” 


COPYRIGHT 1952 CARTOONS-OF-THE-MONTH 
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It’s A Mortal Sin To Use | 


Birth Control Pills 


V. Rev. Francis J. Connell, C.SS.R. 


Advocates of artificial contraception have for some time 
been predicting development of a contraceptive method that 
would be “acceptable to Catholics.” The anti-fertility pills that 
have received wide publicity lately may be what they had in 
mind. But here an eminent moral theologian, dean of the 
School of Sacred Theology of the Catholic University of Ameri- 
ca, refutes any notion that these pills would be “acceptable” 


from the moral viewpoint. 


ROM time to time in recent 

years it has been reported that 
chemists have been trying to dis- 
cover a drug which, taken orally, 
will produce temporary sterility. 
The current issue of Science, a 
medical journal, asserts that at last 
a birth control pill has been pro- 
duced by Dr. Benjamin Sieve of 
Boston. 


Most of those who have busied 
themselves with seeking this new 
method of contraception appar- 
ently have little or no concern for 
its moral aspect, for, as William 
H. White, writing on “Birth Con- 
trol by Pill” in Look magazine for 
October 7, says: “The scientists 
themselves working toward a spe- 
cific goal, seldom concern them- 
selves with the morality of their 
achievements.” 


Catholics, however—and in fact, 
all those who believe that human 


conduct should be regulated by 
laws of morality established by 
God—are deeply concerned with 
the moral phase of this new dis- 
covery, which is likely to prove 
the most effective means yet de- 
vised to enable a couple to enjoy 
their marital rights without any 
fear that conception will ensue. 


It’s Still Birth Prevention 


The moral principles of the 
Catholic Church provide a clear 
and definite solution to the prob- 
lem of the morality of the “anti- 
fertility pill.” The use of this pill, 
whether by man or by woman, 
like the use of any other positive 
procedure whose direct purpose is 
to render a person sterile, is a 
grave violation of the law of God. 


It is true, there are some fea- 
tures about this drug (phosphory- 
lated hesperidin) which might 
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seem to make it different from the 
usual means of contraception. 


First, it is taken orally, so that 
those who make use of it need not 
pervert their conjugal act in order 
to obtain the desired result. But 
this in no wise affects the morality 
of the procedure. It is just as truly 
a frustration of God’s plan of con- 
ception to interfere with the inter- 
nal sexual process as it is to use an 
artificial contraceptive device in 
the external act of intercourse or 
to imitate the detestable act of 
Onan (Genesis, 38:9). In all these 
cases there is the same purpose in 
the method employed—the posi- 
tive and direct frustration of the 
primary effect of sexual inter- 
course, as God established it. 


Secondly, some might wonder if 
the fact that this new drug effects 
sterilization only temporarily (as 
long as the pills are used) would 
affect the morality of its use. The 
answer is that any direct steriliza- 
tion, even though only temporary, 
is a serious violation of God’s law. 
The act of coition between hus- 
band and wife is the occasion on 
which, in God’s plan, He cooper- 
ates with His creatures toward the 
sublime work of the creation of a 
human being, destined to immor- 
tal happiness. Hence, to thwart 
God's plan in so important a mat- 
ter is mortally sinful, even if it 
occurs only once. 

In branding sterilization and 
contraception as sinful we referred 
to them as a direct frustration of 
the primary purpose of sexual in- 
tercourse. This implies that there 
can be cases in which a person 


finds it necessary to use a medical 
or surgical means for the direct 
purpose of curing some dangerous 
malady, though the means will 
have as another effect the sterili- 
zation of the sick person. 


In such a case the sterilization 
would be an indirect effect. Such 
would be the case of the woman 
whose womb must be removed be- 
cause it is cancerous. And a pro- 
cedure of this kind is not sinful 
when the medical treatment or op- 
eration is the only means available 
of curing or alleviating a serious 
malady. Of course, this point 
would have no bearing on the use 
of the new pills. Their only objec- 
tive is to produce sterility. 


Forbidden By God 


Catholics believe that contra- 
ception is forbidden by the law of 
God, not merely by the law of the 
Catholic Church. They believe 
that consequently it is forbidden 
to all human beings. For this rea- 
son a Catholic doctor could not 
consistently with his faith advo- 
cate contraception to his patients, 
whatever their religious creed. 
Similarly, a Catholic owning a 
drug-store would be acting in op- - 
position to Catholic principles if 
he sold any form of contraceptive, 
including these new pills, regard- 
less of what may be the beliefs of 
his customers. 

What are the moral principles 
applicable to the case of a couple, 
one of whom renders himself or 
herself sterile, by the use of these 
pills while the other refuses to fol- 
low this course? Pope Pius XI gave 
the answer in his Encyclical on 
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Christian Marriage. He said, with 
reference to the spouse who will 
not practice contraception: “There 
is no sin, provided that, mindful 
_of the law of charity, he or she 
does not neglect to seek to dis- 
suade and to deter the partner 
from sin.” Needless to say, this 
principle is applicable only when 
there is a sincere and honest ef- 
fort on the part of the non-coop- 
erating partner to induce the other 
to desist from sin. A mere “token” 
resistance would be sheer hypoc- 
risy. 

The Catholic Church does not 
teach that a married couple are 
bound to have as many children 
as they can. On the contrary, the 
Church recognizes that at times 
it may be advisable to limit the 
births in a family, at least for a 
time. But the only lawful method 
of doing this is abstinence, either 
total or partial. This latter form of 


sexual abstinence, known as the 
Rhythm, is entirely different from 
sinful contraception. It involves no 
frustration of any of nature’s laws. 
It simply makes use of the means 
of avoiding or spacing conceptions 
provided by these same laws of 
nature. According to the teaching 
of Pope Pius XII, the use of 
Rhythm is permitted only when 
there are serious reasons for avoid- 
ing conception. 

Science has given us in recent 
times two very effective means of 
rendering the human race extinct, 
if men wish to use them for this 
purpose—the A-Bomb and _ the 
anti-fertility pill. The latter is cal- 
culated to depopulate the earth 
even more effectively than the 
former. It would be interesting to 
know what will be the next inven- 
tion that scientists will seek in or- 
der to contribute toward the de- 
struction of mankind. 


A Retreat At A Monastery 


The retreatants have the example of the daily life of the 
religious family acted out before them by the monks, and the 
retreat masters in their conferences could show how the same 
principles which govern the life of the religious family should 
be applied to the Christian family in the world. For example, in 
the religious community the Father, or Superior of the commun- 
ity is looked upon as holding the place of Christ in the commun- 
ity, and obedience is rendered to him precisely for that reason. 
In like manner, as St. Paul points out in his epistle to the 
Ephesians, the husband is to represent Christ in the family. 
Wives are to obey their husbands as the Church obeys Christ, 
and husbands are to love their wives, as Christ loved the Church. 
The husband then will realize his responsibility, and strive to 
act as Christ would act, and the wife and children will obey the 
Father as they would obey Christ.—Rev. Dominic Lavan, 0.S.B. 
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A Short Story / 


Christmas Is For . . . Giving! 


Dorothy Veronica Fournier 


IKE Branlon was hard. Hard 

as the Rock of Cashel in his 
native Tipperary. He ran an im- 
port-export business with an iron 
hand, shrewdly guessing when to 
buy and when to sell. He was sel- 
dom wrong, and when he was, he 
never admitted it. 


The years had taken a toll, as 
he knew they would, and he 
cursed again the fate that had 
brought him an only daughter, de- 
prived him of the son he so earn- 
estly desired, and at the same time 
robbed him of Catherine. The 
thought of his wife still filled him 
with a hollow emptiness. 

Turning south on Houston 
Street, he fought his way through 
Christmas shoppers. Blocking his 
progress were two men who com- 
plained bitterly about Christmas 
expenses. “Why, I’ve just got all 
my bills paid,” one of them fumed. 
“Now I have to start charging 
again, and I suppose I'll get paid 
up just in time to do it all over 
again next year.” 

“I wish nobody would give me 
anything. Then I wouldn't have 
to buy presents for them either.” 

“Oh, well. That’s what Christ- 
mas is for . . . giving.” 

For . . . giving. Mike heard it 


and thought of Kathy for the hun- 
dreth time since the stores had 
put up holiday decorations. It was 
Christmas last year that she had 
married Bill Lansing, over his em- 
phatic protests. Not that he hadn’t 
liked Bill, in the beginning. In 
fact, it might have been easier if 
she had married a nincompoop 
who wasn’t capable of carrying on 
his importing business. 


Kathy brought Bill home the 
last year of college, and Mike had 
immediately pinned on her level- 
headed fiance all his frustrated 
hopes for a family successor. Con- 
sidering the sacrifices it had cost, 
the business was precious to him, 
a treasure to be handed over to a 
member of his own family. And 
now there was Bill. Mike calcul- 
ated there would be a good 15 
years they could work as partners, 
before Bill assumed complete con- 
trol. 

A sudden deluge of rain sent 
the shoppers scurrying for cover. 
Mike hurried to the nearest door- 
way, and realized he was at the 
entrance of St. Mary’s Church. On 
impulse, he wandered in and took 
a seat in the very last pew. 

Mike had never dreamed that 
Bill might have plans of his own, 
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and he was totally unprepared for 
the day Kathy told him Bill had 
bought an interest in a small news- 
paper. 

“That’s ridiculous,” Mike ex- 
ploded. “Bill will stay right here 
and work with me. Someday he'll 
have everything I own.” 


“['m sorry, Dad. I know you 
mean well, but Bill has a right 
to choose his own field.” 


“Change his mind. He’s a blith- 
ering idiot if he can’t see an op- 
portunity right under his nose.” 

Kathy choked back a heated re- 
tort, and started to leave the room. 

“If you marry him, Kathy, you 
needn’t come back.” 

And Kathy didn’t come back. 
She sent a birthday remembrance 
from Aiken, South Carolina, which 
Mike was too stubborn to acknow- 
ledge. A strange paradox of human 
nature, at the flip of a switch, had 
turned him away from a beloved 
daughter. His heart, his thoughts 
and his life were dark. Only a 
miracle of grace could light up the 
dark chamber of his heart again. 

The church was gorgeous in its 
Christmas array, the altar bright 
with the warm color of poinsettias. 
On the epistle side was the Beth- 
lehem scene: a green lean-to shack 
sprinkled with artificial snow, per- 
fectly proportioned figures bend- 
ing over the manger. It suddenly 
occurred to Mike that they too 
were parents of an only Child. 


How many years had it been 
since Mike had prayed to the baby 
Jesus, thinking in his childish way 
that the Divine One had dropped 


straight from heaven into the crib 
of the church. And, after all, was 
it not true? 


Those had been happy days. He 
wondered again about Kathy. 
What kind of Christmas was she 
having? Aw, for God’s sake, Mike, 
cut it out! 


“Yes,” an echo seemed to im- 
plore, “for God’s sake, cut it out.” 


His attention was irresistibly 
drawn to the line of penitents 
waiting their turn at the confes- 
sional. Without intending to do so, 
Mike studied their faces. Very or- 
dinary people, but each face seem- 
ed alight from within as the owner 
emerged from the little booth. 


“Perhaps it’s not too late for 
even a black Irishman like my- 
self,” Mike thought. He resolutely 
took his place at the end of the 
line. Almost before he knew it, 
Mike was kneeling before the cur- 
tained window. 


“Bless me, Father, for I have 
sinned.” And years of his thoughts, 
deeds and omissions poured forth. 
Uppermost in his mind, of course, 
was Kathy. 

“A lot of Catholics never miss 
Mass, never eat meat on Friday, 
and because they come to church 
consider themselves very charit- 
able,” his confessor whispered. 
“Yet they refuse their love and 
charity to the people they should 
most cherish — their own relatives. 
Christmas is a time for giving and 
forgiving.” 

Absolution mingled with Mike’s 
act of contrition, and it was over, 
or perhaps only begun. 
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Fifteen minutes later, Mike voice was vibrant with happiness. 
Branlon was in a telephone booth, “Merry Christmas.” 
and the operator was saying: “Kathy, could you ever forgive 
“Deposit $1.35 for 3 minutes, me?” 
please.” “With all my heart. And, Dad, 


The better catch the first plane 


: for Aiken. There’s a 9-pound im- 
phone, and Mike swallowed hard. port-export man waiting to meet 


“Merry Christmas, Kathy.” you. I think we'll call him Mike 
“Dad! Is it really you?” Her Branlon Lansing.” 


This Is the Road to Peace 


“We, while continuing to work untiringly and with all the 
means in our power for the true good of the great human 
family, place our hopes above all in the powerful intercession 
of Our Lady, unceasingly invoking her to hasten the hour when 
from one end of the earth to the other the evangelical hymn 
‘Glory be to God and peace to men of good will’ becomes an 
accomplished fact,” said the Holy Father on Saturday in his 
broadcast to Fatima. His Holiness continued: “Our Lady, in 
the message that she repeats to the world, indicates the sure 
road to peace and the means to obtain it from heaven, since 
there can be so little faith in human means. 

“When she insistently inculcates the Rosary in families, 
she seems to be saying that the secret of peace in the home lies 
in the imitation of the Holy Family. 

“When she exhorts us to think of our neighbor as ourselves, 
to pray and sacrifice ourselves for his spiritual and temporal 
good, she indicates the truly effective means to re-establish 
harmony among all social classes. 

“And when, with her voice maternally saddened and per- 
suading, she asks for a general and sincere return to a more 
Christian life, is she not repeating that only in peace with God 
and in the respect of justice and of the eternal law can rest 
the structure of world peace? 

“Because, indeed, if God does not build, the builders will 
work in vain.”—The Universe, London. 


An American is a person who isn’t afraid to bawl out the 
President but he is always polite to a policeman!—Wall Street 
Journal. 
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A MOTHER SPEAKS OUT. 


‘Momism’ Makes Me Mad 


Alberta Schumacher 


$6 Y found the Child with 
Mary His Mother. . .” (St. 
Matt. 2:11) 


Did the shepherds and the wise 
men who came seeking the Baby 
Jesus throw a cloak over Mary’s 
beauty lest it draw attention away 
from the Child? 


Why should there be those who 
would measure the love bestowed 
on Mary with a frugal measure? 
Have they ever considered Mary’s 
matchless generosity to us? She 
gives Jesus to all who ask for Him, 
no matter how soiled, how imper- 
fect, how repulsive they are in any 
way. Yes, Mary gives her Babe to 
those from whom any other mo- 
ther would flee with her infant in 
distaste and even horror. Yet there 
are those who say we love Mary 


too much . . . we give her too 
much . . . She who has given us 
her all! 


Do we carefully dole out our 
love to our earthly mothers, fear- 
ful lest we love mother so much 
God will not like it? Who made 
the Fourth Commandment any- 
way? Was it not Jesus who told us 
to honor father and mother? Would 
that same Jesus want us to slight 
His Mother? 


We are asking a lot of questions 
all at once. It is because we are 
writing “under a full head of 
steam.” We just had a person to 
criticize us for giving the Blessed 
Mother so much devotion we “neg- 
lect Her Son.” All the mother in us 
is aroused. We want to arouse all 
mothers. We want to lead you into 
battle. We . . . are upset. 


Mary Like All Mothers 


First of all, the first truth of 
devotion to the Blessed Virgin is 
that Jesus Christ is the last end of 
devotion to Mary. The very pur- 
pose of True Devotion is to lead 
us more surely, more swiftly to 
Jesus Christ. What pleases any 
mother most? Why, love and ad- 
miration for her children, of course. 
The Blessed Virgin is like all mo- 
thers in this respect. 


We hasten to admit we may 
have some false devotees of True 
Devotion, a small minority who 
claim to be slaves of Our Lady and 
yet break her Son’s Command- 
ments. These truly love neither 
Jesus nor Mary. Certainly they do 
not please Our Lady when they 
displease her Son. The slave of 
Mary must live a good life or else 
he is not a true slave of Mary. 
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We mothers give thanks for 
Mary. She understands our most 
painful experiences. Speaking of 
thanks, maybe we should be list- 
ing thanksgivings only at this sea- 
son. We can count plenty of bless- 
ings for which to thank God. We 
do have some “gripes” against the 
thinking of today. For instance, 
there is entirely too much of this 
“anti-Momism” in silly magazine 
and newspaper articles written for 
the almighty dollar and to fill up 
space. Men and women who pur- 
posely refuse to be parents are 
usually the writers, the readers, 
and the supporters. They try to 
“tear down” those who bear and 
rear offspring as God intended 
them to do. 


A man fails to make a good 
soldier. “A mama’s boy,” some 
“wag” remarks. Some good mama 
invested heart, soul, and body in 
that boy, sure. A mother takes 
what she gets in the way of chil- 
dren and does the best she can by 
them. She treats each as an indi- 
vidual, and she would be a poor 
mother if she did not shield. her 
weak one. 


The armed forces are like 
schools. They are geared to take 
care of the average. They work 
like a machine, spitting out what- 
ever does not fit into the one 
groove. The armed forces have to 
be like that, at least to a degree. 
Our fight is with the “wag” who 
gives mama the blame when the 
army fails to screen out a weak 
boy, but instead accepts him, 
breaks him, and kicks him out. 


“Too much mother detracts from 
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manhood” is something the way- 
ward adolescent learns to “mouth.” 
When he breaks with mother and 
turns to the gang it is not long till 
he is in trouble. All this may seem 
beside the point, but it is not. The 
very expression, so glibly used to- 
day, “Momism,” is a subtly under- 
mining influence. To get right 
down to the soil and plain talk, 
ask any farmer which is_ the 
stronger, incubator chicks or those 
with a mother hen as nature in- 
tended. Incubators are good be- 
cause they make possible the rais- 
ing of more chickens with less 
effort. Is that any reason to sneer 
at a mother hen? We deeply re- 
sent any propaganda against the 
maternal influence. Do not tell a 
boy in our presence to be a man 
and forget his mom. Any real man 
cherishes his mom. 


To get away from purely natur- 
al resentments, is not this business 
of advising caution about True De- 
votion to the Blessed Virgin a 
similar kind of propaganda to the 
“momism” stuff? Don’t give the 
Mother of God too much love—it 
isn’t Christian. Is that not the sum 
total of what our critics say? Yet, 
the Son of God gave us His Mo- 
ther from the cross. He recognized 
our need for a mother. Mary gave 
her Son that we might be saved 
from hell. Oh, the lukewarm, sto- 
mach-turning attitude of those who 
think we decrease in love of God 
as we increase in love of Mary! 
The opposite is true, 


The shepherds and the wise men 
who came seeking the Baby Jesus 
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Christmas lasts 12 months! 


when vou give lasting 


Holiday Gift Subscriptions for 


Delight everyone on your Christmas gift list with 


The Family Digest every month of the coming new 
year. In a matter of minutes many of your holiday 
gift problems are settled. A few strokes of your 
pen on the attached order form will make many 
people happier all through 1953! Every month they 
will be reminded of your thoughtfulness as they en- 


joy their own personal copies of The Family Digest. 


This year be an 
ARMCHAIR SHOPPER! 


Order gift subscriptions for the Family 
Digest NOW for your family, relatives 
and special friends. Save time, money 
and worry by ordering in groups of three 
for $5.00. Send your list now. to avoid 


the last minute rush—yours and ours! 
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Not just ONE gift 


TWELVE! 


for every lucky person 


on your ‘special’ list 


This Christmas gift subscription keeps on giving | 
all through the year! Each issue is filled with 

lively original stories and articles, plus signifi- 

cant writings from the world’s best secular and 
religious publications. 


Every copy provides many happy moments of 
relaxation, humor, education, inspiration and ed- 
ucation — for ALL the family. If you now re- 
ceive The Family Digest, you’ll understand what 
people mean who say “It’s the most appreciated 
gift!” 


A special colorful gift card 


announces your gift subscription to each 
person you select. This gay holiday an- 


nouncement, inscribed with your name, | 
will arrive several days before Christmas 
to be placed with other welcome Christ- | 


mas presents. The first gift copy (Jan- 
uary, 1953 issue) will be there too. 


Mail this order form NOW! 
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Family Digest 


HUNTINGTON, INDIANA 


PLEASE PRINT 
Enter my subscription. New Renewal 
I enclose $................ in payment for ............. subscriptions 


PLEASE PRINT LEGIBLY 


Unless otherwise instructed a gift card will be sent 


a 


Pleasant reading variety 


every month in 1953 
for the whole family 


Where else could you find so much wholesome, in- 
teresting reading enjoyment for so little money in- 
vested? You’re bound to please everyone to whom 
you send The Family Digest. Every member of the 
family finds a wide variety of articles each month 

something for everyone, young and old. The editors 
plan it that way!—for maximum enjoyment each month 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
One Year — $2.00 Three Years — $5.00 


3 One-Year Gift Subscriptions—$5.00 


CANADA AND FOREIGN 


One Year — $2.50 Three Years — $6.50 


3 One-Year Gift Subscriptions — $6.50 


WE URGE YOU NOW to take advantage of this 
special once-a-year gift subscription plan. No increase 
in prices for 1953 gift orders! Economical! Three 
gift subscriptions for only 
$5.00 — six subscriptions for 
$10.00 — nine subscriptions for 
only $15.00. Your own new 
or renewal subscription may be 
included, of course. But please 
order early so the usual holi- 
day rush will not affect your 
Christmas presents of The 
Family Digest. 
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did not throw a cloak over Mary’s 
beauty lest it draw attention away 
from her Child. Those today who 
fearfully minimize Mary do so by 
throwing a cloak of mincing words 
over the true facts of Mary’s im- 


portance in bringing us to Christ 
and Him to us. For that very rea- 
son they fail to come close to the 
Child. The Child remains with the 
Mother. Hide the mother and how 
shall you find the Child? 


Christmas Love 


Baby Hands 


bind our shivering hearts 


in angel fleece 


this naked night 
and kiss our frightened eyes 
with trusting peace. 


—Mary Allshouse 


“First - will | have to 
pay any tax on gifts?” 


GOPYRIGHT 1982 CARTOONS-OF-THE-MONTH 
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Priceless ... Will Last Forever 
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The Best Gift for a Child 


From Altar and Home* 


AT Christmas, American child- 

ren are annually loaded down 
with expensive gifts; bicycles, 
dolls, candy, toys, and so forth. A 
few weeks later, most of these 
things are gone—broken, worn out, 
or devoured. But there is one gift 
that every parent can give that 
will fill his child’s heart with joy 
and love and the true spirit of 
Christmas. This is no commercial- 
ized Christmas gift; not a dollar 
and cents thing; but a gift that 
will also gladden the heart of the 
Child in the manger of Bethlehem. 
This gift is God’s blessing on 
them. 

It is a priceless gift: it costs 
nothing; and no amount of money 
could buy it. And it is a gift that 
will last forever: when the novelty 
of a new toy has worn off, when 
the thrill of getting so many pretty 
things is gone, this gift will still be 
cherished; this gift, your child will 
carry into eternity. 

On the first Christmas day, the 
eternal Father gave all His child- 
ren the Blessing of all blessings, 
their Savior. To commemorate this 
gift, it seems most fitting for the 
father of every family to give his 
blessing to his children on Christ- 
mas day. 


*Conception, Mo. 


At some time, then, when the 
family is gathered together—be- 
fore the opening of the gifts, after 
the Christmas Mass, or before din- 
ner—let the father begin by say- 
ing: 

Father: Our help is in the name 
of the Lord, 

All: Who made heaven and 
earth. 

Father: Let the little children 
come to me, 

All. For of such is the kingdom 
of heaven. 

Father: Their angels 

All: Forever see the face of the 
Father. 

Father: Let the enemy be pow- 
erless against them, 

All: And the Devil unable to 
harm them. 
Father: 

prayer, 

All: And let my cry come to 
Thee. 

Father: Let us pray. O Lord, 
Jesus Christ, Who embraced and 
laid Thy hands in blessing upon 
the little children when they came 
to Thee, and Who said: “Let the 
little children come to me; do not 
prevent them, for of such is the 
kingdom of heaven; their angels 
always see the face of my Father,” 


O Lord, hear my 
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look upon the innocence of these 
children and upon the devotion 
of their parents, and mercifully 
bless them so that they may ever 
advance in Thy grace and mercy; 
so that they may _ understand 
Thee; love Thee; reverence Thee; 
and keep Thy commandments, 
thus, happily arriving at their de- 
sired goal, through Thee, the 
Savior of the world, who with the 
Father and the Holy Spirit livest 
and reignest, God, forever and 
ever. 

All: Amen. 

Father: Let us pray. We beg 
Thee, O God, by the intercession 
of Mary ever Virgin to defend Thy 
children from every danger; and 
as they humbly kneel before Thee, 
graciously and mercifully guard 


them from the attacks of the — 


Devil, through Christ our Lord. 


All: Amen. 


Father: O God, who by Thy 
unspeakable providence com- 
manded Thy holy angels to be our 
guardians, grant that we who are 
praying to Thee may ever enjoy 
their protection, and come to be 
happy with them in eternity, 
through Christ our Lord. 

All: Amen. 


Father: May God bless you, and 
may He keep your hearts and 
minds, in the name of the Father 
and of the Son and of the Holy 
Spirit. 

All: Amen. 

Then he sprinkles the children 
with holy water. 


On Assisting At Mass 


The priest is putting the meaning into the gifts at the ae 
offertory. The composer of this work — the Church — means aie 
him to have a sort of supporting chorus of the people all put- : 
ting their meanings into the gifts. But that doesn’t happen. Mr. 

A. doesn’t join in that. He “prefers to say his own prayers.” 

He likes “The Thirty Days Prayer” and gets on with it. Mrs. 

B. won't join in either —.she is making a novena to St. Sach- 

arina. Mrs. C. prefers something that doesn’t involve any 

trouble — he says a lot of “Hail Mary’s.” Mrs. D. is a very 

devout soul . . . she likes to feel good, and immerse herself in 

a most touching meditation book she has discovered. It is called 

“The Heart Throbs of the Languishing Spouse for Her Celestial aay 
Lover.” The net result is a travesty of what the Mass should be— ad 
it is a riot of individualism, a fantasy of the Protestant spirit 
of private judgment, everybody doing just what he or she likes 
instead of doing what the Church desires as a contribution to ° 
that unified and communal! action which is the Mass. One won- 
ders whatever Almighty God makes of it all!—Clifford Howell, 
in Worship. 
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Be True, Kind And Courteous 


‘There’s Catholics for You!’ 


Robert E. Slough 


¢¢\) /HERE ja think yer driving?” 

“Where'd ja learn to drive, 
fellow?” These are slogans of that 
great American institution, the 
highway. The man doing the yell- 
ing may be otherwise a dignified 
business man, a college professor, 
a Mr. Milquetoast. But when he 
slides into his car and puts his 
hands on the wheel, he becomes a 
madman with a lust for getting 
nowhere in a hurry. The respect- 
able Dr. Jekyll has become the 
maniac Mr. Hyde. 


We stand near the gates of a 
strike-bound industry. We _ see 
physical action. Somebody is get- 
ting hurt, and badly. Obscene epi- 
thets and curses rend the air. Men 
are no longer men but savages. 
Husbands, fathers, good citizens 
have yielded to mob psychology. 
Reason has flown out of their 
minds. 


We are seated in a grandstand 
watching the great American pas- 
time of baseball. The umpire 
makes a close decision. A rabid 
rooter hurls a pop bottle, accom- 
panying it with blasphemous mal- 
edictions. 

Humans would be the funniest 


people if there was any humor in 
these unexpected transitions from 
Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde. But it is 
not funny when man reverts from 
human decency into inhuman mis- 
behavior. There is nothing to laugh 
at when the dignity of man be- 
comes the indignity of the gutter. 
There is nothing comical when he 
uses the tongue that was made to 
praise his Lord to curse his fellow 
man. 


To our shame let it be said that 
we who are Catholics are not al- 
ways exceptions. We should be, 
for Christ made us a different 
people. The fact that we are dif- 
ferent, that the Faith we profess 
has a higher standard of morality, 
places every one of us behind the 
proverbial “eight-ball.” We are “on 
the spot” before friends and neigh- 
bors. We are on a pedestal, and 
woe to us if we fall off. 


When just one Catholic lowers 
himself before his fellow man, he 
becomes a traitor to his Holy 
Faith. The entire Catholic Church 
is often judged by the act of just 
one layman. “There’s a Catholic 
for you” is often the cynical re- 
mark about one of us who stoops 
to unworthiness. We may only 
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‘THERE’S CATHOLICS FOR YOU!’ 


give vent to invectives in thought- 
less anger, or we may simply do 
as the rest of the crowd does. 
Others may often do the same 
thing with impunity. But if a Cath- 
olic does it, four hundred million 
souls who bear the stamp of Cath- 
olicity suffer. 


I look back upon the days before 
the Faith came to me. We were a 
happy family, my father and mo- 
ther, and my two brothers and two 
sisters. I remember the big funeral 
of John Sherman, who had been 
Secretary of State. It was made an 
official affair of state, with Presi- 
dent McKinley and other famous 
men attending. Upon a white horse 
and leading the funeral procession 
was my big Uncle Ed, grand mar- 
shal of the affair. Dressed in full 
dress uniform, he was a command- 
ing figure, at least to my young 
eyes. I only mention this affair 
because of the scandal which set 
tongues wagging in our town for 
long afterward. 


My uncle, to prove his tolerance 
and broadmindedness, had named 
one of the few Catholic men in our 
town as one of two assistant mar- 
shals for the occasion. Down Main 
Street came the procession, my 
resplendent uncle on the white 
horse at the head, then in order a 
military band, the two assistant 
marshals on black horses, the 
hearse surrounded by a guard of 
honor, President McKinley and 
some members of his cabinet, and 
lesser dignitaries. It was all quite 
impressive to me, a lad of nine or 
ten years. 


I was standing in the crowd on 


the sidewalk. The procession had 
just reached us. I looked up in 
boyish pride at my uncle. Then I 
heard a titter among the crowd, 
and somebody said “he’s drunk.” I 
knew it couldn’t be my uncle, and 
asked “who’s drunk?” A man back 
of me answered: “The assistant 
marshal. Look, he’s falling from 
his horse.” I saw him then, Mr. 
Mc—— the Catholic man, half 
on his horse and half on the street. 
My uncle saw what was happen- 
ing, ordered rider and horse re- 
moved, and resumed progress with 
all dignity possible. 


That almost finished Catholics 
in our town. There was even some 
wild talk about riding Catholics out 
of town, but it never materialized. 
But from that time on, all Cath- 
olics were ostracized, and the 
Catholic Church with its priests 
and nuns became more hated than 
ever before. One Catholic who had 
over-imbibed on that cold winter 
day had put a stigma upon all of 
his Faith in our town. I can still 
hear mother saying: “There’s Cath- 
olics for you.” 


“There’s Catholics for you!” How 
many times I have heard that. Of 
course, I seldom hear it now since 
I became one, because people 
don’t say it before me. But before 
that, every time a Catholic did the 
slightest thing out of the way, 
tongues wagged and the chorus 
chanted—“there’s Catholics for 
you!” 


Perhaps it’s a good thing, In its 
own way it’s a compliment, for it 
is an unwilling acknowledgment 
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that they expect better things of 

Catholics. It should make us more 
watchful over our words and 
deeds. Perhaps if we understand 
how our yelling at an offending 
driver may injure the Faith we 
love, then we might be more dis- 
creet in our road manners. Perhaps 
we would temper our words when 
yelling at the umpire if we compre- 
hended that our outbursts would 
cause others to say “there’s a Cath- 
olic for you.” 

Every one of us becomes a per- 
sonal example by which a majority 
judges our minority. The logic and 
soundness of the judgments do not 
matter. It is enough that this is a 
condition which exists and we must 


reckon with it in our everyday 
words and actions. We must al- 
ways be the respectable “Dr. Jek- 
yll,” and subdue the scandalous 
“Mr. Hyde.” We cannot afford to 
have and exhibit split personalities. 
It is so important that we be true, 
kindly and courteous Catholics, 
whether driving in our car, watch- 
ing a ball-game, or in our work, 
play or social contacts. 

If we do this, then we can hap- 
pily let people say “There’s Cath- 
olics for you.” For they will say it 
with envy, and not with a sneer. 
And the world will be a little near- 
er back to The Faith of Our Fa- 
thers because each of us tried to be 
living examples of daily Faith. 


‘Phony As Putty Noses’ 


Some people have the strange idea that humility is a 
weak virtue and not very practical. It is anything but that. It 
takes real strength of character and a keen sense of values to 
allow ourselves to be guided by others who know more about 
a subject than we do. And it pays off, too, even in the things 
of this world. In a recent article in the Saturday Evening Post, 
entitled “The Shyest Guy in Hollywood,” Pete Martin tells us 
this about Jimmy Stewart, popular movie star: “Henry Koster, 


a director ... believes that 


‘Jimmy Stewart has the most 


essential quality any actor can have, humility.’ No matter how 
many tricks an actor has or no matter what miracles of make-up 
are wrought on his behalf,” Pete Martin continues, “Koster 
thinks that without humility, he’s not an actor; he’s merely a 
peddler of make-believe as phony as a putty nose.” — Thomas 


A. Lahey, C.S.C. 


Intuition is that gift which enables a woman to arrive 
instantly at an infallible and irrevocable decision, without the 
aid of reason, judgment, or discussion.—Ralph Bellamy. 
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Eventually . . . Diamonds 


John Patrick Gillese 


FROM the moment he began to 
have ambitions, Walt Disney’s 


great dream was to entertain 
children. In his poorest days, the 
thought lived with him that en- 
tertainment could be clean, whole- 
some, enchanting. 


Times were tough for unknowns 
when Disney first tackled Holly- 
wood. Once, on the anniversary 
of his marriage, he tramped from 
studio to studio, a sheaf of draw- 
ings under his arms, trying to in- 
terest some one in his idea of ani- 
mated cartoons. That day he was 
almost desperate. As dusk came, 
he turned his steps homeward, de- 
feated. 


On the street, he turned his 
pockets inside out. All he had was 
a five-cent piece. He looked about 
for something to buy his wife. All 
he could purchase was a bag of 
peanuts. 


He took them to her, anyway, 
managing a smile. “I'm sorry,” he 
told her. “I wish it could have 
been a bag of diamonds.” 


How much he loved her, how 
much she loved him, this writer, at 


$1 


least, can only surmise. Mrs. Dis- 
ney believed in her husband. She 
believed in his ideal. Disney could 
have earned “easy money” turning 
out the sickening humor popular 
at the time. But he had children. 
“I want to be as good to all the 
children of the world as I'd like to 
be to my own,” Disney once said 
simply, and kept on plugging. 

One night, still broke and job- 
less, Disney tossed in fitful sleep. 
He had a dream of a mouse. He 
awakened, switched on the lights, 
transferred his mouse to paper. It 
is the most famous mouse in the 
world: Mickey became, and re- 
mains, the gleefully-greeted idol of 
the animated cartoons. 


For Walt Disney, that was the 
beginning. Over the years, he fol- 
lowed his ideal. His classic por- 
trayal of “Snow White and the 
Seven Dwarfs” will never be sur- 
passed. Even today, wherever that 
film is shown, the theatres are 
packed again. Adults go to see 
Snow White, even though they 
skip all other movies all the rest 
of the year. 


Bambi, The Legend of Sleepy 
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Hollow, Fantasia, Pinocchio, have 
thrilled and delighted the world. 


Disney’s famous short-film mas- 
terpieces on wild life were his own 
contribution to originality in the 
motion picture business. “Seal 
Island” and “Beaver Valley,” to 
mention two of his most recent 
films, shot against an unrehearsed 
wilderness background, are be- 
yond price. Disney insists on ab- 
solute accuracy in .such films, and 
no one has been able to challenge 
him successfully on that score. 


More important, Disney has 
caught the heart and the imagina- 
tion of the subject he films, per- 
haps because he has the fresh 
heart of a child in the capable 
brain of a man. Even in his beau- 
tiful fantasy of Snow White, the 
enchantment is so real that adults 
weep more than children in the 
“sad” scenes. 


True to his youthful ideal, Dis- 
ney has never filmed anything he 
could not show with pride to his 
own wife and family. He has nev- 
er tried to inject any form of pro- 
paganda into his movies. He has 


never been photographed in night- 
clubs smoking marijuana or bash- 
ing some other woman’s husband 
in the face. He has never even 
sought publicity—which the 
rarest virtue of all in Hollywood— 
but, for all that, his name spells 
magic. 

Walt Disney’s ideal paid off— 
handsomely. Today . . . with his 
slight mustache, his ever-ready 
half-smile, his receding dark hair 
and sensitive forehead, he is a 
very famous man and as wealthy 
as he deserves to be. Success has 
not changed him. He still lives and 
works for “wonderful little child- 
ren,” as he calls them—the kind of 
kids who sit down and write to 
him, thus: “Dear Mr. Disney: 
Could you send me a dwarf, free?” 
And he can still remember how 
he started . . . how life once was 
with him. 

On a recent anniversary, he 
brought his waiting wife another 
present in a paper bag. “I brought 
you a bag of diamonds, honey,” he 
told her, with the same smile he 
had that night of long ago. “Sure 
wish it could have been peanuts.” 


Failure And Success 


Those who have not taught are often under the impression 
that intellectual attainments are enough for the teacher. Believe 
me, that is not true. We in the schools have often seen a 
brilliant scholar who failed as a teacher because he was ignor- 
ant of the true nature of those he taught. On the other hand, 
we have known many humble teachers who had the faith that 
moves mountains, and who accomplished good that was incal- 


culable.—Dr. Frank Whalen 


Help from Heaven 


Rosary Novena to Our kal 


Lolita Marshall 


SIDE from the Mass, the pray- 

er supreme, I know of no 

other as efficacious as the Rosary 
Novena. 

I mean the novena of a Rosary, 
with meditation, every day for 
twenty-seven days in petition, fol- 
lowed immediately by a Rosary 
and meditation every day for twen- 
ty-seven days thanksgiving, 
whether or not your request has 
been granted. 

This novena, as far as I can de- 
termine, first became known in this 
country in the early 1920's. It’s 
origin goes back to Naples and the 
year 1884, At that time the daugh- 
er of Commander Agrelli of that 
city was gravely ill. Her family 
began a novena of Rosaries, at the 
end of which Our Lady appeared 
to her several times. During one 
of these appearances the sufferer 
addressed Our Lady as Queen of 
the Holy Rosary, and begged to be 
cured. Our Lady replied that 
since she had called her by a title 
so pleasing to her, she would grant 
her request. She then said “Who- 
ever desires to obtain favors from 
me should make three novenas of 
the prayers of the Rosary, and 
three novenas of Thanksgiving.” 


We all have times in our lives 


when we desperately need help 
and the Rosary then can literally 
be our lifeline to Mary—and help. 
Each day for fifty-four days we 
share a phase of her life; one day 
we live through the Joyful days 
with her; the next we share her 
Sorrows; and the third day we are 
happy in her Glory. And so on 
for fifty-four days. 


Usually when I start this novena, 
I make a blanket request that cov- 
ers everything. I ask for whatever 
my family or I are most in need of, 
whether spiritual or material. I 
feel that I am not in a position to 
know what I need most. What I 
think I need may not be what I 
actually need at all, or what would 
be best for me. So I lay the thing 
in the Blessed Mother’s lap and 
let her decide. 

As a result, the most amazing 
things, of a material nature, have 
come my way. We will never 
know until the final reckoning 
what spiritual gifts we received. 
But here on earth when a brand 
new vacuum cleaner is given to 
you after you've put in a year 
sweeping out the family dirt with 
nothing but a broom; and this is 
at the very start of one of your 
“blanket request” novenas—why, 


83 


| 
| 
: 
; 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 2 
j 
j 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
; 
= 


34 THE FAMILY DIGEST 


there’s absolutely no doubt that 
the Blessed Virgin had a hand in it. 

A few years ago at a critical 
period in my life, I made this Ros- 
ary Novena almost continuously, 
with my usual blanket request. At 
the time I didn’t know whether I 
needed a house in which to live 
with my children. I was living 
with relatives, but we were any- 
thing but cramped. Perhaps I 
needed a job more and maybe my 
spiritual needs were more acute. 


It turned out that I apparently 
needed the job more than anything 
else at the time. And it was clear- 
ly the Blessed Mother’s doing. I 
applied for this particular job 
which I had little hope of getting 
as there was no opening—and be- 
hold a few hours after my inter- 
view a member of the staff handed 
in her resignation, leaving a place 
for me. As I am a widow with 
two children, it is the perfect job 
in every respect for one in my 
circumstances. 


I continued to make my Rosary 
Novena with my blanket request, 
hoping that maybe a house would 
tum up. At that time houses to 
rent were non-existent. In the 
meantime as a result of the no- 
vena, little things came in my way 
that I certainly needed; a lovely 
suit in excellent condition, extra 
money, even an umbrella. 


Suddenly, however, the housing 
situation became desperate. I had 
to leave my sister's home as her 
husband was returning from a 
sanitarium. I was beside myself. 
Then the Blessed Mother took 
charge. A priest came to see me 


on the third day and said “I hear 
you need a house.” He offered me 
a practically new unfurnished two 
bedroom house, conveniently lo- 
cated, at a rent I could afford. In 
short, everything I wanted, and 
all I never expected to get. I re- 
member it was -Ascension Thurs- 
day. Apparently I never really 
needed a house until that particu- 
lar time—and when I was desper- 
ate, the Blessed Mother provided 
for our needs. 

These are only a few of the fa- 
vors that our Lady has graciously 
granted me over the years, as a 
result of this novena. Almost all 
of them have come about in a 
more or less miraculous way. Do 
you wonder that I have the ut- 
most faith in this Rosary Novena? 

My children share my devotion 
to the Rosary Novena. To remem- 
ber to say a rosary a day, plus the 
prayers, without interruption, is 
quite an accomplishment for an 
eleven and thirteen year old. Some- 
times on a Friday night, after a 
movie, my son will burst into the 
house tearing off his coat with a 
“My novena! I’ve got to say my 
Novena!” As he said one day after 
he had received the favor he asked 


for (a paper route) “Well, it work- 
ed.” 


When he started his first novena 
I was somewhat dubious about his 
perseverence, so I said “Don’t you 
think you ought to make a shorter 
novena, the regular nine-day one?” 

He answered with these pene- 
trating words which we would all 
do well to remember. “If you 
want something big, you've got 
to make a big novena.” 
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“Make Family Life What It Was Destined By God To Be” 


The Catholic Marriage Club 


By Doris and 


Charles Haug 


THE Catholic Marriage Club was 

born in 1951 from the minds of 
Catholic mothers and fathers. 
These couples were from Beacon, 
N. Y. 

As defined by the constitution, 
the Catholic Marriage Club is a 
crusade by Catholic husbands and 
wives to increase their knowledge 
of the Catholic Church and her 
teachings in order to promote 
more strongly Catholic ideals, 
principles, and practices in the 
home, family, and community. 

Since Jack of knowledge was 
considered the most common rea- 
son for their own negligence, these 
Catholic couples decided that in- 
structions received mutually and 
frequently were necessary. They 
felt that this could be accomplish- 
ed most effectively on a non-parish 
basis because of the continuous 
demand for qualified instructors. 
Restriction to a parish might quick- 
ly drain the resources of the par- 
ticular parish and thereby create 
a burden to its pastor. 

Another reason for the non- 
parish basis is to bring about great- 
er harmony and_ understanding 
among those in the community. 
But this does not mean that the 


Club alienates itself from the par- 
ish, for the constitution calls for 
a chaplain to be appointed as spiri- 
tual advisor. Each six months a 
new chaplain is appointed, thus 
giving impetus for growth through 
the community. 

Another factor which those cou- 
ples considered equally important 
is prayer—prayer of the husband 
and wife together. Therefore, the 
Rosary is said at the beginning of 
each session, a husband and wife 
alternately leading the decades. 
The meetings, held once every two 
weeks, are closed with a prayer 
to St. Joseph, patron of the Chris- 
tian family. He has been chosen 
as spiritual protector of the cru- 

e. 

In order to stress the team work 
of husband and wife, the constitu- 
tion requires that they attend the 
meetings together. All offices are 
to be held jointly by the two part- 
ners, such as Co-Secretaries, etc. 
The officers are elected for one 
year, taking office in January on 
the Feast of the Holy Family. 

Since mutual instruction and 
prayer is the manner in which the 
couples hope to promote Catholic 
ideals, the constitution limits the 
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number of members of a Club as 
may be made necessary by avail- 
able facilities for assembly, and 
travel distance. The decision was 
made in order to receive the full- 
est advantage of instruction and to 
eliminate the natural tendencies of 
social and age grouping that norm- 
ally result with small numbers. 


This reasoning has proven most 
successful in the Catholic Marriage 
Club of Beacon, for among its 
members are some who have been 
married only several months and 
others who have already celebrated 
their silver and golden wedding 
aniversaries. 

The easy availability of inform- 
ation which human nature has a 
natural thirst for, has become one 
of the greatest factors toward the 
success of the crusade. Couples in 
the Founding Club for the’ past 
year have been attending such ses- 
sions as a talk on Catholic Educa- 
tion by a Sister Superior of a 
local Parochial School, a Lenten 
series on Fatima, given by a 
Marianist priest who teaches his- 
tory, a talk on the Christopher 
Movement given by a Catholic lay- 
man, a movie on the Apparitions of 
Our Lady of Guadalupe, a talk 
on the life of a seminarian by a 
young man studying for the priest- 
hood, a Cana Conference, a series 
of instructions on the Sacrament 
of Penance by a Capuchin Father, 


a talk sponsored by the community 
on “Russia Will Be Converted” by 
John M. Haffert, a question and 
answer period conducted by a 
local curate. These are only a few 
examples of the unlimited number 
of topics that can provide subject 
matter for stimulating and thought- 
provoking meetings. 

Because of the great interest 
that has been shown in this cru- 
sade by couples in various parts 
of the country, the Catholic Mar- 
riage Club has only recently ad- 
justed itself to function on a na- 
tional scale. This has been done to 
help others receive the same bene- 
fits and enjoyments as the mem- 
bers of the Founding Club in Bea- 
con, and to promote the object of 
the crusade as widely as possible. 

Each new club registers with 
the Founding Club and then func- 
tions as a separate unit, working 
according to the provisions of the 
constitution. The Founding Club 
has the additional responsibility of 
aiding new clubs and disseminat- 
ing information of interest and im- 
portance to all the clubs. 


Already great strides have been 
taken, and much greater ones are 
to take place in the future, as the 
Catholic Marriage Club continues 
toward its goal—the goal that is 
summed up in its slogan—“Make 
family life what it was destined 
by God to be.” 


“Souls are instructed by word of mouth, but they are 
saved by suffering.”—Fr. Chevrier 


Protestant or Catholic, our spiritual ancestry is Jewish. 
It is a fact we should never forget.—Action Now! 
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Seay-At- “Home-Father 


John Patrick Gillese 


“THERE are writers who spend 

their winters on the Riviera, 
their springs in Paris, their sum- 
mers in Rhode Island and their 
falls at the races. Then there are 
other writers—like me—who spend 
the whole year at home. The first- 
mentioned literary giants have 
their fame and fortune, their yachts 
and tuna fishing, their antiques 
and Alsatians. I have Pat (four 
now), Tim (in the terrible two’s) 
and Mary Ann, at the height of 
her crawling career. I also must 
mention Titty-Poo, Father Bear 
and Puthy—all one and the same 
cat, which wandered to our house 
one rainy Sunday morning, got 
seen by the kids, and stayed. 

Pat, revelling in  fairy-tales, 
named him Father Bear. Timmy 
tried to call him “Kitty-Puss,” but 
the result came out “Titty-Poo.” 
“Puthy” is my name for him — 
don’t ask me why, please; when a 
man works at home all the time, 
he becomes, to say the least, influ- 
enced by those around him. 

From the beginning, our kind- 
ness to dumb animals paid rich 
dividends. The boys were too in- 
trigued by the cat to fight with 
each other. Mary-Ann quit try- 
ing to climb the stairs up to where 
Daddy works, to crawl patiently 
from kitchen to living room, along 
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the hallway and into the vestibule, 
forever trying to grab hold of the 
cat’s tail. 

Thelma—my wife, naturally—and 
I were a bit worried at first, won- 
dering if the cat could put up with 
this family of ours, but he soon 
earned our respect—and envy. Pat 
poked him in the ribs once—once 
only—and suddenly was holding up 
his fingers with two white marks 
on them. Titty-Poo swings a swift, 
hooked right. 

Tim, who at two can’t under- 
stand Big Brother’s caution, grab- 
bed the cat by the throat, to see 
if he could get his eyes out. Titty- 
Poo, front paws up in the air, 
more or less swung cosily on his 
shoulders and started raking with 
his back claws. Fortunately Tim 
had his shoes on, but the sound 
of claws on leather dismayed even 
Tim. 

The coup d’etat came the next 
day when Tim dangled a fried 
sausage over his high chair. Titty- 
Poo had the sausage—and Tim’s 
fingers—in a split second. Tim’s 
howls of terror were mingled with 
screams of unbelief. Absently, a 
minute later, he dangled another 
sausage over the high chair. Flash 
of memory—and the yells of Thel- 
ma and me—saved the day. Tim 
jumped so fast that his feet as well 
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as his hands withdrew into the 
sacred safety of the high chair. 
Never again. In two minutes, the 
cat had taught Tim to quit drop- 
ping things on the floor—something 
we, his parents, have been unable 
to do in two years. 


Old Father Bear’s a smart cat. 
When Mary Ann occasionally does 
catch up with his nice thick tail, 
he turns round, considers her on 
hands and knees, and then, ever 
so gently, moves on. Likewise, 
once he saw that the boys knew 
just exactly what kind of insults 
a cat will, or will not take, he be- 
came definitely friendly. He sleeps 
on the bottom of Pat’s bed. He 
purrs. He allows himself to be 
stroked. He comes when Pat calls. 
And if the boys get absent-minded, 
he gives one fair warning—a low, 
menacing meow. The change in 
the boys’ voices, after that meow, 
is something to behold. 

A minute before it’s: “C’mere, 
you crazy old cat!” Or: “Doggonit, 
Father Bear, if you don’t eat this 
onion—” 

Then: “Oh-h, listen to the nice 
pussy. We wouldn't hurt you, 
Father Bear. Would we Tim?” 

Tim (the hypocritical sinner): 
“Oh-h-h-h-h!” Bending down, seat 
up in the air, his round face prac- 
tically rubbing noses with the cat’s. 
“Oh-h-h-h- Titty-Poo!” The sound 
of this sanctimonious “oooh!” 
would melt butter in mid-January. 


Just About Kids 


As a stay-at-home writer, I am 
always conscious of the fact that 
some day I may want to write a 


book about kids—not how to raise 
them or diagnose their ailments — 
just a book about them. I am now 
reaching the conclusion that this 
will require at least five volumes. 
I have been taking notes copious- 
ly, so no one can accuse me of 
not knowing what I'm writing 
about — if you don’t do this where 
kids are concerned, after they grow 
up you can't believe it yourself. 
Just to show you what I mean, I 
will describe a typical breakfast at 
the Gillese house. 


Pat, with a cushion, sits on an 
ordinary chair. I say “sits,” just to 
break you in gently. This morning 
he is off and on the chair forty- 
three times, at the last count. Tim 
is strapped into (on top of, might 
be a better word) the kitchen stool. 
Mary-Ann gets the high chair. We 
say grace and begin. 


Absently, I start dishing out the 
porridge to the boys. The air is 
rent by a terrific yell from Pat— 
the sort of yell an engineer might 
give if a newly-completed million- 
dollar bridge suddenly doubled up 
and went sailing down the river. 
From long experience, I freeze. 


“Momma! Daddy put sugar on 
my porridge.” 

I give the bowl to him, assuring 
him I’ve only put a few grains on 
it. Pat scans the porridge from 
glowering eyes, shakes the bowl to 
see if the grains will fly off, then 
pulls the sugar bow] towards him. 
He has to put the sugar on him- 
self—something I forget when I'm 
thinking of a story. 

Meanwhile, there’s a weird con- 
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tortion-crash effect from my left. 
Tim has managed to brace his 
knees against the table and, with 
all the rigidity of a superman, 
throws the back of the high-chair 
(and his head) back against the 
north wall. Simultaneously, both 
feet swing sidewise, come up (the 
right one clips me on the jaw, 
as I try to get him settled before 
calamity falls) and, for one split 
second of eternity, are poised like 
battering rams two inches above 
the table top. The law of gravity 
works even in kitchens—the kitch- 
en stool tilts forward, and Tim’s 
shoes connect with the orange 
juice and milk. 


For the next minute Jet me say 
only that while I am mopping up 
orange juice, Father Bear is doing 
his best to lap up the spilled milk. 


Thelma, fixing Mary Ann’s 
breakfast, suddenly lets out a 
shriek. Pat has completely covered 
the porridge with sugar. It’s at 
least an inch thick. 


Well . . . Five minutes later, 
Pat has finished his porridge and 
Tim, discouraged by the speed, 
pushes his bowl aside, too—un- 
touched. Now the begging be- 
gins. It takes many, many forms. 

“Who’s the best porridge-eater 
in Canada?” Dad asks Mother. 

“Why, Timmy’s the best por- 
ridge-eater in Canada, Daddy!” 

Encouraged by this, Tim smiles 
sort of smugly and tastes a spoon- 
ful. 


A howl from Patty. “I’m the best 
porridge-eater in Canada—I finish- 
ed first!” 


Umn—quick on the thinking 
there, author Gillese. From past 
experience, anything can happen 
now. 


“Ah! Pat’s the best-porridge- 
eater—I mean the fastest-porridge- 
eater in this whole house!” (That 
we have found from experience is 
a more important place than the 
whole of Canada.) “And Tim’s the 
best fellow in the whole of Canada 
for holding his head over the por- 
ridge bowl so the porridge doesn’t 
spill down his bib.” 


Tim promptly falls forward—I 
can’t, in honesty, use the words 
“leans forward”—and sticks his chin 
over the edge of his dish, so it is 
just touching the porridge. Then 
the bright idea occurs to him that 
a spoon is a very outmoded meth- 
od of eating. He tilts the porridge 
bow] with both hands, opens his 
mouth. What doesn’t go down 
there, streaks down his cheeks 
and over his fat chubby arms. To 
clean these, he wipes them on his 
hair. 

So Dad Helps Mom 


I am one of the few men in the 
world who doesn’t ask his wife 
each evening what she does with 
all her time—I’m at home and help 
her. You have to rush downtown 
at eight on the nose, or else lose 
your: job—but we lucky writers can 
go upstairs any old time and dash 
off a piece. Therefore, we can 
certainly hold the kids while Moth- 
er cleans them off... 


From seven until nine-thirty, it’s 
been a long tough morning. Thel- 
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ma and I are hanging on desper- 
ately for that break when we get 
them all out to play. Pat has 
mastered the art of dressing him- 
self, but this morning, he’s in no 
rush. He’s reading fairy tales to 
the cat. (Gotta watch this—when 
Pat “reads,” he merely turns the 
pages of a book and recites vari- 
ous rhymes, bits of stories, etc., a 
phenomenon that can go on for 
hours.) Likewise, in the few mo- 
ments while we've been getting 
Tim ready to roll in the good earth, 
Pat has lost his socks. Determined 
to teach him to take care of his 
possessions, Thelma starts him 
looking for them. Twenty minutes 
later, he finds them amazingly—in 
the cat’s bed. 


The two boys stagger out, to 
survey the morning world from 
thoughtful, squinty eyes. Tim 
spies a little girl wheeling a doll 
in a miniature baby buggy. He’s 
off like a shot—that kid’s obsessed 
with wanting to wheel dolls in 
baby buggies, and the yells of the 
little girl rend the already-well- 
rent morning air. (There’s a lot of 
kids on our street.) Pat spies a 
board floating on the old cellar of 
stagnant water down at the corner 
—and a herd of other small boys, 
in various stages of immersion, al- 
ready in the water. He’s off, 
loping somewhat like Father Bear 
runs. Mary Ann, forgotten in the 
scuffle, has half-fallen out of the 
high chair and is screaming to high 
heaven. 


“Daddy! Get Mary Ann! Tim, 
give that doll-carriage back io 
Wendy! Pat, if you go in that mud 


again today, I'll skin the hide off 


you » 


Ma’s tearing out of the door, 
flinging orders and cross-orders 
like a general caught between 
crossfire. The milkman pops 
his smirking face above the 
steps. “How many bottles this 
morning, Madam — Hah! Stuck 
again, eh, Mac?” Mrs. Brattigan, 
next door, has locked herself out; 
she hates to trouble me again, but . 
could I get a ladder and crawl up 
to the upstairs window, open the 
window, crawl over the dresser, 
don’t knock off a little blue vase 
on there and... 


Finally, all of an hour before 
noon, I get upstairs to the study. 
Whatever story or article I had in 
mind when I woke up this morn- 
ing (after getting up five times 
between midnight and seven to 
calm nightmares) is gone—a little 
fragment of unreality floating off 
on the echoes of children’s laugh- . 
ter. 


Oh, sometimes it irritates me, 
but not too often. Thelma, return- 
ing, calls up encouragingly: “Nev- 
er mind, Daddy; some day you'll 
want to write about kids like these, 
and they'll be so real, all the world 
will laugh and cry.” Old Father 
Bear, stretching on the rug for his 
morning snooze, seems to nod at 
me understandingly. 


That’s when I pick up the paper 
and read of this author spending 
his winters on the Riviera and his 
springs in Paris. For a moment, I 
am slightly envious. Until I read 
further and find he’s been divorced 
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twice, no children by either mar- 
riage, and he has just celebrated 
his 68th birthday. 

That’s when I raise my eyes 
briefly, whisper my “All I do for 
You, Lord; my every thought, 


word and deed today.” The sun 
breaks out. A shaft of it seems 
to plunge into my heart; and I 
hear, in my heart, the assurance: 

“Of such is the Kingdom of 
heaven.” 


False Versus True 


Christian education is unsuccessful unless it instills into 
the souls of youth a great desire for the genuine, the true. 
Charlatans have counterfeited truth and fooled many. Indeed, 
were not their results so disastrous, it would be amusing to 
examine the substitutes in education as they have periodically 
caught popular enthusiasm and enjoyed the vogue at one time 
or another in years gone by. The pendulum of pseudo-progress 
has sometimes vacillated, but often has swung from one ex- 
treme to the other. In the 18th century, for instance, Rousseau 
isolated the individual and made the “ego” oblivious of even 
the brotherhood of men. In the 20th century followers of the 
experimentalist, John Dewey, have attempted to socialize the 
child by reconstructing his experiences without any relation- 
ship to the Fatherhood of God. Between the two, or rather 
among the many counterfeits, stands the infallible Church, 
guardian of Truth, to whom Christ assigned the office of teach- 
ing, when He said: “Go ye, therefore, and make disciples of 
all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of 
the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all 
that I have commanded you” (Math. 28, 19-20). —Archbishop 
Cushing, The Canadian Messenger of the Sacred Heart, quoted 


in The Catholic Mind. 


Church, Home And State 


Pope Pius XI said that it is principally the right and duty 
of parents to educate their children. Church, State and home 
must unite in training the will of our children and in teaching 
them to love God and respect His law. A sense of moral re- 
sponsibility founded on religion must be implanted in our 
children to prevent moral distaster and produce better citizens. 


—James C. Ryan 
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Family Growing Pains 


Do Your Boys F ight? 


¢¢1 WISH,” said the lady in the 
pretty hat, “someone would 
tell me how to keep two boys from 
fighting.” She said “someone,” but 
obviously she meant me. 

And there again was the ques- 
tion: “What right have I to tell 
anyone. . . ” And the answer—the 
only possible answer in this case 
—because I wish someone would 
tell me how to keep two boys from 
fighting. 

To begin with we have two 
facts. First: boys fight. Second: 
boys fighting make mother ner- 
vous. No one can entirely elimi- 
nate either of these two, but per- 
haps we can modify each of them. 


I recently have discovered some- 
thing which has made this fight- 
ing more bearable for me. It is 
just as nerve-racking as always but 
at least most of the worry is gone. 
They don’t even like each other, 
I used to think. What will they 
be like when they grow up? 


Then a few weeks ago L. J. and 
Eddie were at their usual fighting 
which always seems worse early 
in the morning and at bedtime. 
This time the fight was something 
about pajamas and Eddie yelled 


Elsye Mahern* 


for me at the top of his voice. I 
walked into the bedroom and L. 
J. had Eddie down on the bed 
beating him with both fists. L. J. 
looked up and saw me. Guiltily he 
stopped pounding his brother. 


Eddie rolled over on his back, 
still not knowing that | stood 
there. He looked questioningly up 
at L. J., wondering why he’d stop- 
ped beating him. His face wasn’t 
streaked with tears as you might 
expect. Instead it held an expect- 
ant look. If L. J. was tired of fight- 
ing over the pajamas, they could 
find something else to fight over, 
his expression seemed to say. In 
spite of the yelling, they had been 
enjoying the whole thing. 

And so will I, in years to come, 
if the opinion of women whose 
sons are grown is any criterion. 
These women seem to count as 
their fondest memories some of the 
fights their boys had when they 
were children. Of course they al- 
ready know that their children 
turned into normal human adults 
instead of the monsters we so of- 
ten fear our children will become. 


But the hand-to-hand combat 
isn’t as hard on the nerves as the 


*Columnist for The Indiana Catholic and Record, Indianapolis, Indiana. 
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constant wrangling and bickering 
they do. After a day when this 
was particularly bad, I took L. J. 
and Eddie each aside and intend- 
ed to give a talk on brotherly love. 

L. J. met my efforts with:: “But 
he always starts it, and be- 
sides. . .” 

I was tempted to tell him what 
he did to annoy Eddie but then 
I remembered that it was sup- 
posed to help if they were allowed 
to gripe uninterrupted. So I en- 
couraged him to tell everything 
that Eddie did that he didn’t like. 
Before long he was reaching the 
end of his complaints and he fin- 
ally said: “And he makes funny 
noises just to make me mad.” I 
didn’t say anything to this and he 
added, “But I guess I shouldn't 
say anything about that, because 
I make funny noises, too.” 

I went through the same ritual 
with Eddie and with the same 
results. When he began to talk 
everything was all L. J.’s. fault, 


but by the time he’d finished, he 
admitted here and there that per- 
haps he helped the fights along. 
That night they went to bed talk- 
ing to each other in a conversa- 
tional tone until they fell asleep. 


Sometimes there is a fight over 
the possession of a toy or some 
privilege which can only be had 
by one child. Each is determined 
that he should have it, each has 
good arguments in his favor. 
When this situation is an absolute 
stalemate, I say: “What would you 
do if he were the Christ Child? 
Would you still insist on having 
your own way, or would you give 
it to Him? 

It has never failed to bring im- 
mediate results with at least one 
boy and often they both give it 
up to the Christ Child and turn 
to something else. If only once 
in a while a boy can see Christ 
in his brother, seeing Him in the 
rest of the human race should be 
simple. 


‘Say When...’ 


Tommy served many times, but never for a Dominican. 
This was his first experience with the young visiting priest. 

Immediately after they had gotten to the altar the Domini- 
can, as always, began to prepare his chalice. He went to the 
Epistle side and waited for Tommy to bring the wine and 
water. Tommy was not coming. The Dominican cleared his 
throat. Tommy stood still. 

The Dominican whispered: “Sst, bring the wine!” a 

Tommy replied: “Not yet, Father. I'll tell you when.”— oe 
Joseph Zderad. 


Stimulating! 


There’s one thing to be said for ignorance: it sure causes a 
lot of interesting arguments. 


ve 


Heart To Heart Talks 
With Children 


Sister M. Marcellita Schoenle, O.S.F. 


CHRISTMAS is principally a re- 

ligious festival. The reason 
every boy and girl knows. It is the 
day Jesus celebrates His Birthday. 
Everybody loves birthdays. You 
and I enjoy our birthday and you 
and I also enjoy Jesus’ birthday. 
Without His birthday there simply 
would be no Christmas. 


Think what joy we would be 
missing every year because 
Christ’s Birthday is a day the 
whole world seems happy. They 
tell us that our happiness depends 
on how close we are in our soul to 
Christ. Judging from this, child- 
ren whose hearts are so pure, must 
be extremely happy always and 
especially so on Christmas. And 
children are! It has been said, and 
with much truth, that Christmas 
and children are bound together 
in the closest of ties. 

During this Christmas season 
carols will be heard on every ra- 
dio station; but other than Bing 
Crosby none can sing Silent Night 
or White Christmas with as much 
feeling as a group of young voices. 

Every big event demands much 
preparation. Christmas is one of 
the biggest events of the year so 
it is therefore most necessary that 
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we make preparation for it. Of 
course you will make plenty of 
preparations in many ways but 
Christmas is a day which requires 
spiritual preparations too. Already 
in August I saw posters and read 
articles about putting “Christ Back 
into Christmas.” 

All people were being asked to 
buy religious greetings only. You 
may think this to be rushing the 
season, but it’s never too early to 
begin thinking of how to put 
Christ back into Christmas. Busi- 
ness people do not think it too 
early to sell tinsel, tree ornaments, 
and artificial Christmas trees in 
July. I happened to walk through 
Chicago’s dime stores a few sum- 
mers ago in July and saw just this. 


Well, how can we prepare for 
Christmas best? Perhaps the best 
way and most pleasing to God is 
to keep from sin as much as we 
possibly can. Sin gives God a 
heartache and what’s worse than 
a heartache? 

God, as you all know, detests 
sin. He just simply can’t stand the 
sight of it as we say. So, for num- 
ber one on our list let’s try to avoid 


every sin, even the smallest one. 
It may not be a bad idea to take 
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HEART TO HEART TALKS WITH CHILDREN 


time out to think of the sins you 
ordinarily commit each day—those 
litthe lies, those little disobedien- 
ces to your parents, teachers, those 
little unkindnesses to your school- 
mates and family, those little 
dreams we like to have while at 
prayer—though they may all seem 
very little, they hurt God very 
much just the same. 


During the Advent season pre- 
ceding Christmas let’s keep our 
souls as pure as possible. It may 
cost an effort but everything val- 
uable costs much. 


There’s only one way to find 
out just how well we're keeping 
our promise and that’s by thinking 
each night about the progress we 
make during the day. Each new 
day means a new try. And you 
all know the old proverb, “If at 
first you don’t succeed, try, try 
again.” Never give up. Boys and 
girls are noted for their courage. 
Be a real boy and a real girl! Try 
every day in every way to get bet- 
ter and better and then you can 
say that you honestly and truly 
made a good preparation _ for 
Christmas, 


I am going to end these lines 
by telling the story of the crib. 


Assisi gathered his Brothers to- 
gether to show them the Christ- 
mas Crib he had made. Beside 
the altar in the monastery chapel, 
he had placed an image of the 
Christ Child in a tiny crib. Around 
the crib he had arranged figures 
of Mary, St. Joseph, and the 
shepherds. There were even im- 
ages of animals. The Brothers 
stared for it was the first Christ- 
mas crib they had ever seen. 

During Midnight Mass, just af- 
ter the Gospel, St. Francis knelt 
to pray. Suddenly, before the eyes 
of all the Brothers, the Infant 
Jesus surrounded by a brilliant 
light appeared in St. Francis’ 
arms. For a few minutes St. Fran- 
cis held close the tiny body of the 
Christ Child. 


What a thrill that must have 
been for St. Francis. Not too far 
away, you too will be present at 
Mass on Christmas Day. Be sure, 
boys and girls, that you have your 
Christmas crib ready for the In- 
fant Jesus. Ask Him to rest, not 
in a manger of straw, but in your 
loving and pure heart. Remember 
that each one of you may, at your 
Christmas Communion, hold Jesus 
as close as St. Francis held the In- 
fant many, many Christmases ago. 


Nearly 800 years ago—one A merry and blessed Christmas 
Christmas Eve—St. Francis of to each of you. 


Blessed Are the Persecuted 


Even though the Soviets are using every means and sub- 
terfuge to destroy religion among the 800,000,000 people they 
have enslaved, they are not succeeding. The faith of the 65,000,- 
000 Catholics in Soviet-controlled areas, for instance, has be- 
come more vigorous than ever under this diabolical Soviet 
persecution. — Father Max Jordan. 
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Oriental ‘Family Christmas’— 


The Family 
Apostolate 


£ 


Young women from the Orient 
will be welcomed on December 
24th for a three-day Christmas 
festival at Grailville, Ohio, lay 
apostolic training center for young 
women. 

“Family Christmas” for oriental 
students throughout the United 
States is one of the special Christ- 
mas-week activities being planned 
at Grailville. 

Then from December 27th to 
January Ist Grailville will open 
its doors to American young 
women from many different parts 
of the United States for an in- 
troductory course on opportunities 
in the world apostolate. 

* * * 

What Greater Gift! — A married 
couple with ten of their 11 child- 
ren either in the service of religion 
or aspiring to it was recently re- 
ceived at Lisbon, Portugal, by 
Prime Minister Antonio de Oli- 
veira Salazar. The parents are Mr. 
and Mrs. Domingos Ferreira de 
Silva from Santo Tirso, in north- 
ern Portugal. Both are in their 
middle 50’s. 


Three of their sons are Jesuits. 
Three other sons are studying for 
the priesthood. Three daughters 


are professed nuns. Another is a 
novice. The other child is a 2]- 
year-old daughter who is working 
in a factory with her father. Mrs. 
Ferreira has a brother who is a 
Jesuit missionary. 

* * 


The Whole Child — A leading 
public education official declared 
in New York that the only way to 
educate the “whole child” is to 
place foremost the truth that he 
is “a citizen of the City of God as 
well as the City of Man.” Appear- 
ing on the Faith of Our Time pro- 
gram, sponsored by the National 
Council of Catholic Men, Wash- 
ington, D. C., over the Mutual 
Broadcasting System, Dr. Frank 
Whalen, Assistant Superintendent 
of Schools in New York, recalled 
that “not many years ago, secular- 
istic teachers used to boast that 
they could educate the ‘whole 
child.’ ” 


“However,” he said, “believing 
parents and teachers have long 
since silenced that piece of 
sophistry, so violent has been the 
reaction that some educators sense 
a threat to the public schools, and 
education associations are fran- 
tically busy issuing booklets on 
‘moral and spiritual values,’ al- 
though their members cannot 
agree on definitions of the two 
words, ‘moral’ and ‘spiritual.’” 


Dr. Whalen stressed that the 
true teacher must not be content 
merely to impart knowledge, but 
to infuse in his students the simple 
truth cherished by the man of 
faith: “God made me to know 
Him, to love Him, to serve Him 
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in this world, and to be happy 
with Him forever in Heaven.” 


“All the evolutionary hypothes- 
es, all the social contracts, all the 
equations of Einstein are inferior 
to this simple statement of the 
truth,” Dr. Whalen commented. 


/ * * 


Scots’ Divorce Laws — Scottish 
Catholic lay leaders have formu- 
lated nine demands aimed at 
stricter divorce laws in Britain and 
preventing hasty marriages. While 
insisting that no Catholic can ever 
accept divorce, they declare that 
for the general welfare of the 
country no divorce should be 
granted for at least three years 
after marriage and that divorce 
should never be granted by mu- 
tual consent or on_ insanity 
grounds. 


The Scottish Catholics Com- 
mittee emphasizes that its propo- 
sals are not intended as a state- 
ment of Catholic teaching. They 
are a practical contribution, ap- 
proved by the Hierarchy of Scot- 
land, toward a solution of present- 
day difficulties and an attempt 
to limit the widely-admitted dam- 
age wrought to society by divorce. 
They recommend in particular: 


1. A 21-day period between no- 
tice of marriage and the ceremony. 

2. No action for divorce within 
three years of marriage. 

8. In undefended actions care- 
ful watch for perjury, particularly 
in cases of divorce for cruelty. 


4. The court should be obliged 
to insure satisfactory arrangements 


47 


for any children before giving a 
divorce decree. 

5. Legislation should make it 
harder for petitioners who have 
themselves been guilty .of matri- 
monial offenses to benefit from 
conditions largely due to their 
own behavior. 


6. Divorce on grounds of in- 
sanity should be abolished as hav- 
ing no moral justification. 

7. Failing abolition on _ this 
ground, divorce should be refused 
to persons whose willful neglect or 
misconduct has conduced to the 
insanity. 


8. No person should have a 
right to divorce after separation 
for any statutory period. This 
would enable a guilty party to ob- 
tain a divorce by mere passage of 
time even against the wishes of 
the innocent party. This would be 
worse than divorce by mutual con- 
sent. 


9. Fuller opportunities should 
be provided for reconciliation be- 
fore proceeding with a divorce 
case. 

* *% 


Don’t Do It — Mother Enri- 
quetta of St. Teresa of Jesus, New 
Orleans, who as superior general 
of the Teresian Sisters has seen 
women of many countries, believes 
they should be encouraged to en- 
ter the professions and businesses. 
But when a woman marries, fam- 
ily life should be her prime con- 
cern, Mother Enriquetta said. 


The superior general and her 
secretary, Mother Maria Teresa of 
Jesus, came to New Orleans from 
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Venezuela. The community 
motherhouse is Barcelona, 
Spain. 

Of women in business and the 
professions Mother Enriquetta 
said: 


“They get like men about 
money and they want to keep on 
making it even after the babies 
come, or they put them out in a 
nursery some place, instead of 
staying home with them. That is 
very bad. What they need now is 
for someone to make motherhood 
popular, to make girls see that it 
is far more important and beauti- 
ful, and that it requires far more 
brains and training to be a good 
mother than a good housekeeper.” 


strongly in favor of women study- 
ing and being specialists. “We 
have many more women in the 
world today than men,” she said. 
“Not all of them will be able to 
find husbands. I hope many of 
them are going to turn to religious 
vocations and bring us all this 
great training. We need women 
doctors and nurses in our mission- 
ary stations and in our hospitals. 
We need women with advanced 
training as teachers in our schools. 
There is great room for capable 
and trained administrators. A re- 
ligious vocation need no longer 
mean retirement from the world, 
but rather a service to the world 
and a giving to God of fruits of 
the talent He has endowed one 


But Mother 


Enriquetta is with.” 


Well Worth the Worry 


Everyone has the right and duty to prepare for the solemn 
moment of death. Unless it is clear that a dying person already 
is well prepared as regards both temporal and spiritual affairs, 
it is the physician’s duty to inform or have some responsible 
person inform him of his critical condition. 

The sentimentalism sometimes manifested in resisting the 
suggestion that a Catholic patient receive the Last Sacraments 
should be deplored. The essential purpose of the Sacrament 
of final anointing consists in purging the soul thoroughly of all 
traces of sin and its effect. The achievement of eternal happi- 
ness is a prize well worth the ‘worry’ that mention of the Last 
Sacraments might cause a dying person. — Dr. Myron A. 
Walker. 


How to Create Saints 
“Christ made marriage a sacrament so that couples might 
create saints, as well as procreate children. And it will be an 
awkward touch that parents’ hands will have upon the souls 
of their progeny, if they have not first practiced on each other.” 
—Leo J. Trese in Many Are One. 
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New designs in vivid colors 
and delicate pastel tints 


Designed by outstanding greeting card 
artists — the kind of cards you're happy to 
send to relatives and friends. 


Companion color illustrations inside, with 
appropriate sentiments of the season add 
even more to their beauty and appeal. The 
kind of cards you like to give — and receive. 


All this for ONE DOLLAR! Thirteen beau- 
tiful Christian Christmas cardsneatly packed 
with matching envelopes in an attractive 
gift box. 


Send Our Sunday Visitor, Huntington, Indiana 
Please send me postpaid............ boxes of 1952 Christmas | 
Today! Cards at $1.00 per box. | enclose $.........:sssseesseess 
Check Currency Money Order | 
holiday rush! | 


Order these colorful Christ ds NOW! 
rier these coi ristmas. cards 
13 beautiful cards only 
"ey \ 
4 
immediate delivery! 
be! 


JUST PUBLISHED! 


The guide book parents have wanted for years! 


Sex Character 
Edveation 


Written by 


John A. O'Brien, Ph.D. 


and these co-authors 


Ruth Hawthorne Fay 
James L. Hymes, Jr. 
Child Study Association 
Am. Social Hygiene Assn. 
Edward B. Lyman 
The Christophers 
Daniel A.,-Lord, S.J. 
Max J. Exner, M.D. 
Esther Emerson Sweeney 
Paul Popenoe 
Gene Tunney 
Margaret Culkin Banning 


Five copies, $1. 


Our Sunday 


$1.50 per copy 
coh, 
isitor 


SEX- CHARACTER 
EDUCATION 


Helps parents explain the 
facts of life to young people 


Upon parents rests the primary and 
inescapable obligation of explaining sex 
to their offspring. But when children 
ask about sex, they are often met with 
evasions, postponements, fairy tales and 
other forms of deception. 

WHY? Because, parents admit, they 
don’t know HOW to explain sex simply 
and clearly to their children. 

This volume, just ew grea by Our 
Sunday Visitor, is designed to meet the 
keenly felt need of parents for meth- 
ods of unfolding the pertinent facts of 
sex to their children—from the time at 
which they first begin to ask about birth 
until they are ready for marriage. 

Children who learn about sex from 
the reverent lips of parents are spared 
many a headache and heartache. They 
learn to have respect for their own sex 
and reverence for the other sex. They 
see sex as the Creator has designed it. 
They start life with an enormous ad- 
vantage over their companions, handi- 
capped by ignorance and distorted con- 
ceptions traceable to the silence of their 
parents. 

This new 212-page, paper bound vol- 
ume has been prepared to enable par- 
ents to discharge this important task 
with pleasure and success. In its eigh- 
teen chapters more than a dozen out- 
standing authorities give each reader 
the advantage of their experience and 
success in teaching the Christian aspect 
of sex to young people. 

This is not just “sex instruction” but 
SEX-CHARACTER EDUCATION! 


25 or more, 80c each, plus postage 
Huntington, Indiana 
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